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1 Almost 
g vital tot 


ppallingly shabby, He might have stolen 


ms {rom w scareErOw, ng hark 
sve that he way flf starving. 
*Hlupejay had no right to lot you wal 
sahout here," Pstammered 
“He didn't,” the bay answered indiffer- 
ently 


“Phen I'd. jolly well like to know bow 


‘vis uny bow?" 
's Johny Smith.” 


wat sorniehaw melindramatic 


{Ye suunded too unlikely ~ like a 
vuise that wasn't meant to deceive any 
He smiled a little, an elusive, attrac 


Tivennnile that enraged tne because 1 was 80 
disarming. 
"My pegple used ta be ohare 
tout then id, jerking his head toward 
ions of ‘em: 
how T know the place. Wh 
sand the people here were away 1 used te 


sek in rave home for 4 bit. And 
who are y 

“ann hot without aatistuc- 
tion, 

"Cub — tw rain bis eyebrows at: me 
“no you, belong here too.” Do Your people 


make & lot of money charging & shilling wt 
int my shilling? Is 
Because 


the gate? Du you 
that what you're thawing about? 
Thaven’t got 
felt myself fast up to the roots of my, 
hair 
“i don't want your bewstly shilling. | Ut 
wouldn't belong to me if yutt had one.”* 
Why don't you live here? 1s it tho big 
ar yout 
Tt dowsn’t, belong to. me either.” 
ve got no right here 


mu, anyway. 
Let's fight about it. 


T jelly well mean to 
iv. laughed 
“Came on then.” 
Lisbeth stood between us. 
please!" she whispered 
f ‘he suw hor for the first time. He 
stood "quite still, his slim, nervous figure 
sily relaxed’ nd quiet. 
“Are you a ghost too?” he asked, 
‘There was T don't know what secret in- 
timaey and gentleness and irony” in his 
Voie. Temade me frantic with helplessness 
was quzing bark at him, grave und 
ful, one hand premod against hor heart 
in an unconscious gewture of wonder. ‘To 
hor he was util womneone out of a drown, 
Ve" Detter get out of this,” I said sul- 


Jenks Tt's all too nilly,”* 
iHe followed us.” Aw we came out into the 
allery he even passed me and walked at 
isbeth’s side, and T beard him talk easily 
and conversationally to He carried off 
iis deyperate shabhiness the threadbare 
Norfolk suit, the down-at-heel shoes —as 
though it were most right and natural. 
YE wa wonderful pace, this, before 
the tourists came,” he anid. *T could tell 
rou atories about it Chat no one else knows. 
insthat ran there Nlury and Elizabeth 


Ie interrupted truculently. 
You don't know « thing. You're just 
ing it 
He looked back at me over his shoulders, 


“My. fi 
eae of th 
We charcoalers were woodeutters, too, It 
those days and we saw a lot. We couldn't 
read of Write, but we could Femember.” 

Tlaugheil rudely, but somehow 1 was in 
‘the wrong again * outsi he kind of un 
nny intimacy between himself and these 
Foor that were plunged now in a somber 
dud 

Outside inthe courtyard we lingered 
awiwardly We were svoking something 
final to say to each other, On my side it 
wus something vioknt--aggeassive, After 
al, he was a trespawer 1, Euan Fitzroy, 
had the right to throw him out neck and 
crop, and | was strong enough to do it 
and he treated me aa'of no wccount. He 
did not even seem to be aware of me, but 
stood with his hauds thrust negligently 
into his ragged pockets, and looked at Lis- 
beth’s face, very white and lovely in that 


times 
mi," be said 


reat=grandfather way 
“He saw Elizabeth, 


* 
fairy light. 

“And such a sweet, good ghost!” he said 
almost to himself. And then with a laugh 
he bent and kimsed her cheek. 
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git ras done in an natant. Then he was 
running with a faunlike yrace and speed 
over the grass towards the ruins, 1 in mad 
hot pursuit, But he was too swift for my 
heavier strength. Onee he shouted back at 
mea mocking, not unfriendly shout - and 
Tlenew that he hadn't to fight me 
Hecause he uensed that this would tease 
me more, ‘Then he was gone so utterly 
that the earth might have swallowed him. 
Tcame bark at last, panting and nearer 
tears than I would have cared to own, He 
had insulted Lisbeth and 1 hadn't killed 
him. What was the use of defying dragons? 
He had kiseed her, ightly und ensily. And 


Lisbeth was gone. T burst in upon old 
Hopejoy on the crest of what must have 
seemed a most unreasonable storm. 

“Why -ahe’s just walked on a little, 
You'll eateh her up, Muster Euan.» She 
told me. Lreckon I know the young good. 
for-nothing all right. 1 ‘eared us ‘ow ‘e'd 
come bucke. Hig old aunt-— Lizzie Smith - 
a real respectable body keep a sweetie 
hop in High Street. Never no good. he 
was. | Always larking round like a young 
fo “Ow 'egotin i don't know, Man away 
when he was ten anc! been round the wor 
they say. In some pretty places, too, I'll 
‘warrant —prigon, maybe. 

“It's your business to keep such. people 
out!" T suid flercely, and barged the doce 
in his face and ran fr all L was worth, At 
the bottom of the hill Lisbeth waited for 
me. I took her roughly by the arm. I was 
shaken and miserable T hardly knew 
What I was doing. 

“"Thebeast! Oh, Lisheth, whata beast!" 

“Itdoesn’t matter. He didn’t touch the 
real me, did he? And somehow 1 don't 
think be meunt to be horrid. 1 was just 
jut 4 ghont, ax he said. Poor Euan?” 

She slipped her hand into mine and we 
walked on in silence. It was quite dark 
haw, Black clouds were rolling down from 
the plain and there was rain in the wind. 
We were both too sad and tired to talk. 
We loved each other and we had never been 
0 far apart. 

‘Such was ny lust, my longed-for day 
with her. - 


HE dragon came, after all—belatedly 

und ina strange guise. [t was at the end 
of enone eer ‘at Guy's. One year more 
and {should have heen a full-blown doctor, 
Instead I became a soldier. 

Tam not in, of the war or of the 
suspen teow te HAG to ploteaaacaghs 
uiet people, It is all too near still. There 
Braiertecmesmenal ep ieny mr 
parting with her. T had suid good-by to 

Soloed “ay, frontic nnd tnsdting to bis 
own helplessness, and we had gone out to- 
prcber fe the hall, Thad never kissed 

wr. I had never spoken to her of my love. 
I felt now that J never should, And then 
sudden was dane Our ee et, ands 
Though it were the simplest, the most Inev- 
itable thing in the world, she put up her 

a em lown to her 
re 


me. 
“Oh, Euan, God take care of you!” 
We clung to each other, T think on the 
highest plane of passion there are rio men 
nd women-only human beings and that 
love, n to the verge of supreme happi- 
inem'or supreme deopalr, neonlon, Paation 
we both felt, It knitted us together, fused 
tus so that for one moment L knew # peace 
which made my whole life, even if it ended 
here in seeming frustration, gloriously worth 
living. I kissed her then ax [had dreamed 
‘of kissing her. I felt her mouth on mine — 
touch my eves, my forehead, in a kind of 
blessing. But my senses were quiet, de- 
manding nothing, keyed to an abwolute 
renouncement. 
in a few weeks. 


“It will be over soon 
‘ather says it can't go on. 
‘Of course not. You mustn't worry. 
bbe back almost before you know T've gone. 
Vl write—every day—and send you 


thi 

Ri, not dust write 9 that L know — 
ive me something your handkerehief, 
Tl wear jt in my cap like one of those obi 
kenight.”” 

Fe rie to laugh, But our cheeks were 
wet. She was aching for me. And yet I 
had to go. And 1 knew that T was going, 
‘because in her eyes there was no question — 
‘no choice. Reason —even duty —let alone 
my temper, should have kept me to my 
profession; ‘but I had flung everything to 


the winds, because this was the only way 
she knew. 

“Don't come ta the station. I couldn't 
bear it.” 

“T eouldn't either. Good-by, Buan."* 
‘Good-by, Lisbeth. 
Rut one day it would all come right. 
Surely —surely if one loved like this — 

1 remember, ui a kind of anticlimax, 

ing Lizzie ‘Smith's sweet shop in the 

igh Street on the way to the station, The 
lights were out, ‘The rain had driven the 
loungers indoors. I could see a smudgy 
line of ancient dusty sweets under the edge 
of the drawn blind. And in the midst of 
my sick grief the thought of that scure- 
crow, triumphant figure in conjunetion with 
this frowzy, respectable little shop made 
me laugh to myself, I wondered where 
John Smith was now. 

"Why, in jail, probably,”"T thought, and 
‘did not think of him again for four whole 
cui " 


[E EGE fe. long sie before. Son: 
oe postwar election, 
only beentuse of the tragedy which marked 
its climax, There was. zie, a Labor 
candidate, who wanted the millenium; and 
Sir Felix Gordon, who wanted the Kaiser's 
head; and Stoneborough, which had heard 
too much about millenniums, stood by the 
latter gentleman, In addition, Sir Felix 
was one of the men who had won the war 
something in munitions—and he was a 
power in Central America, where he had 
estates, No carpetbagger either. He 
iad taken Abbey , the biggest house 
outside the Close, and’ it was discreetly 
understood that once inside the house and 
beyond the reach of the Bribery-and- 
Corruption Act he meant to return good 
will for good will. 

Perhaps it was my shattered arm made 
me perverse. I went Labor, and Colonel 
Gay turned me out of his house and Stome- 
borough turned its back on me—all except 
Aunt Geraldine and Miss Cornelius, who 
told everyone, “It's just the war, poor 

wy," though ‘they themselves stood for 
Gorton heart and soul. 

But Lisbeth had said she would be my 
wife. And she was lovelier than ever. 
These few years had developed, not 
changed, her. More than ever she seemed 
to me a woman gut of a dream, and I felt 
with a faint sinking of the heatt that the 
dearest thing in her that almost mystic 
charm, as though she bud only just reached 
the barderlind of this world —had sore 
how protected her from the blows that had 
stunned the life and power of happiness 
in me. 

It seemed that we had both forgotten 
John Smith. And then we eame upon him 
suddenly in the midst of an election crowd 
high up on an improvised platform and 1 
knew that he had been at the back of my 
mind all the time, like a patch of startling 
color, 

He hadn't changed much. He had kept 
his sleniderness, his faunlike, deceptive air 
of fragility. His clothes were shabby as 
ever, and worn with the same gorgeous 
carelessness that made them the proper and 
seemly dress of a man. The soft hat 
had been thrown on the seat behind him 
and the winter sun drew out a smothered 
fire from the thick brown hale that he wore 
brushed back close to the head. Evidently 
some one in the crowd had challenged 
him. He was in the thick of the fight, and 
the whole poi of his nly sumgeated 
clever fencer, ulert and supple, hi ending 
his energy. But his eyes had the look: whic! 
T rem with a queer clutch at the 
heart. T couldn't have told why it should 
seem to me faintly tragic, for it was daring 
fand remorseless and assured, as though he 


knew that the distant, thing for whieh he 
waited was coming to him, allsailsstretehed. 
‘And then suddenly his eyes dropped — 


rested on me by accident, came buck from 
whatever they had been watching and 
swemed literally to pounce as a hawk 
pouness, He recognised me. But [ was 
tnly a clue. He passed me in a flash, ‘Then 
his whole face changed, softened with a 
‘queer look of gayety, of triumph, hall iron- 
ical, half caressing. It was as though sorme~ 
‘ne be wanted hed tried to escape hin aad 
failed, and that he was amused and touched 
‘by such a futile, pathetic effort. Involun- 
turily I turned to Lisbeth too. I felt I had 
to stand between her and the audacious 
intimaey of that stare. It was absurd that 


January 19,1924 


Paid 's should flare up again. But 
had forgotten me. She stood there, 
intent and still, with that withdrawn look 
which was so troubling, as though her 


heart had gently escaped out of one’s 

Mite iad speak again, his hands 
fe sun to, in, his han 

thrust into his pockets, his heud 


up. He was not looking at us! now, but 
there was an illusive smile about the clean- 
shaven mouth that had nothing to do with 
what he was saying. It made me think of a 
cat that turns away from its victim for a 
moment of pretended indifference. 

"The last interrupter taunts my man 
with being a adventurer, ‘This is my last 
answer, ‘is an adventurer. That's why 
I'm backing him, I'm an adventurer, U've 
done nothing else but adventure all my life. 
Rot in your by prone patches if you're 
vegetables, but if you're living men come 
out and live like men. Adventurer! As 
though that were an insult! Why, what is 
life but an adventure? 

‘You think you want peace, that you're 
sick of war. You're not. You're sick of 
peace already; sick of having to go back to 
the old drudgery that's so damnubly- safe 
and profitless, You want to risk your- 
selves for something worth while, with « 
fighting chanee. Fighting, in one shape or 
another, is a natural state, and you're 
natural men, Gordon is a fighter, and so 
am I, We started nowhere and we're com- 
ing out on top. You can come with us—or 
stay where you are.” 

He made a sweeping gesture. The crowd 
fell back from the cart_and he jumped 
down, leaving his hat behind, and a pale- 
faced companion to whom the desertion 
seemed diseoncertingly unexpected. It was 
such & young, spontaneous movement, but 
yet not young at all, Even that masquer- 
ading seven years before hadn't been really 


fe came straight for me, so purpose- 
fully that there was nothing for it but to 
hold my ground, ‘His expression, his whole 
bearing, was that of capturing an old friend, 
and Thad either to carry off a stupid, 
‘stockish pretense of not remembering or 
Tughing back at him. | Well, 1 aughed. 
He me, When he chose he was like a 
tidal wave. 

“Why, where's she gone?” he asked. 
For Lisbeth had vanished slipped from 
ee side into the erowd without a word. 

ly diseoncerted face seemed to amuse him 


hugely. “‘Isn’t it stupid —not even know- 
Ing her name?” he said. 

"Ton’t see any reason why you should,” 
I retorted stifly. But then T gave it up 
T surrendered, as it were, to the fact of our 
queer relationship to a sort of inevitabil- 
ity that was like fate, 

ae 
anyway 

"So have you; a 
memory, You're as mi 
‘were seven years 
out. There's a quiet spot by the ri 

ou." he saw my urm, 

Ml il let you punch my head. 1 expect 
you'd do some damage. Damnably strong. 
‘Anyone can see that. That's why I ran 
away. 

“Oh, no, it ian’t,” E aaid. “You ran 
away because you knew it would make me 
madder than anything else.”” 

He turned a quick look of appreciation 
on me. 

“There's something in that, of course. 
I did want to annoy you. You'd annuyed 
pies 


iar pugnacious 
with me as you 
‘ago. Let's go and have it 


1 
Oh, 


owe it 


like to know why? 
Al, butting in like that. 
seems to me that you did the butt- 
T retorted grimly, "The place might 
have belonged to you.” 

“That's what T thought.” He took me 
by the arm and steered me resolutely out 

the crowd. ‘Tt may seem unreasonable 
to you, but the fact is you intruded. Tell 
me, is she awfully wild with me?’ 

Tie talked as though it hed all happened 
yesterday. 
Hf you mean Miss Gay—why should 


“Miss Gay? Thanks. Why, for kissing 
her at once like that." 
"You were a young cad," T said. “But 
I don’t suppose she remembers it at all.” 
“Oh, yes, she does. And she doem't 
think I'm # young cad either. She never 
did, She knew better. It was the only 
(Continued on Page 32) 


(Continued from Page 30) 
thing L could have dene, But you were in 
Jowe with her. TE xuppow you re stil.” 

Tt wut outrageous But his outrajgeous- 
ess was disurming Not that it was spon- 
taneous, It was deliberate, It was as 
wh be had suid “Now Tam going to 
‘il my cards down on the table,"” with 
amused eye on me to see if Thad enough 
lin rue to play up to him. I angwered 


7 anid had a sudden sense of quiet 
und security 

“You cuulda’t help it,” he reflected. 
There ane women and wamen, you know. 
She's the fatal sort, ‘Trailing clouds of 


gloryor something. She knows all about 

Gul” 

was staggered. 

And what do you know about God?” 

united ironically. 

Not xo much a» she does. But a lot 

ye than do, my renegade jack= 

cared Puritan.” He wus arrogantly wrious, 

much si that he swept. the subject out of 
Isobe going to marry you?" he 


You wouldn't think 
it fir. he war and all that. Well, yeu 

“Lok her” 1 said with belated heat, 
“1 don't mind your talking about my 
airs thonigh eave knw why 
don't, hut you ean aver Lisbeth out 
, i fe 


“Ah, Linbeth — Lisbeth Gay— th so 
like her, Cas afraid she might bea Mabel 
utterly. wrong like that, 

cof getting angry all over 
or loved anyone else except 
It's natural that f should take an 


IY Daaid, 
ve got the pull over me. 
‘all your life. You could 
On the other hand, 1 

1 brace of Germans for her 
+ 1 had my own neck 

jut T went after the V_C. 


Hraught 
ssatkce at leat in 
to think of to 


a modern woman.” 
Wl, Lise jn modern” 
nH sme ty thet erayetane shiemny 
‘Chose, ind Tato 
termined t + this imposible eon: 
vernaition, T believe at the bottom. of my 
heart was the conviction that if he saw 
Lisbrth’s hone he would recognize it, “We 
faved cher, met his strange blue 
‘ey, 60 apparently expressive und reveal 
ing, with » scowling ateudinew. Lt ws the 
ly way by whieh f could resiat the crazy 
waren of 
“You know, you're not being fe 
se are frank,” said as 
ely saying. all this becauine you 


that led 


know it knoeks one a Soctal ine 
tercourse is only organized to dew! with 
ars. You're ike a man walking up and 


down the High Street with it revolver, 


ply ean't protect onewelf,”” 
‘auyghed 
There's a lot of truth in that too. Rut 


Pina 

ear fe 
Friend 
Well, we might be frien, We've got 
be something ls each other, ‘That's 
FU believe you're a fine fellow. I shall 
alway like you~ even if, T have to murder 
oT sappy won't intmotice me to 


T want (o get our friendship 


Slr a Ino Wtir youu 
elplenaly 
"Commander Johar Smith, V.C.,D.8.0.," 
MG." he returns, and for the life of me 
T evuld not tell whether his gravity was 
eal or humorously aeumed. "At present 
onerinys agent te x Gordon,” 
hat ern qe ir Commander 
Johts Smith, V.C., D.8. O.. M.C., te 
mackingy a whitdy finan 
He shady. ‘There are no shades 
{him whatever red me 
Jumping big job an his place in CQuetze 
Jango iT pull this off." 


So that's it,” 

“Of course, bob Smith haa got te live.” 
“Why?” 

“Because he damn well means to.” 

‘There was no answer that I could think 
nf, He mensired me evolly 


‘By the way, you're speaking for Mac- 
engi inthe Market Place tonight, aren't 
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“Don't. ‘They'll, duck you.” 
Phat settles i 

“You're an obstinate devil.” 
Involuntarily we had wandered on, and 
now we stood at Lisheth’s gave and he 
stopped short, His curious light-blue eyes 
met mine with a whimsical challenge. 

“She lives here, doesn't she?” 

“Whit has she to da with you?" 

““Lwunt her,"" he said simply. 

There was ‘an indescribuble. hurgeness 
about that answer. And it was imperative 
too, 1 felt that this extraordinary love of 
his was not a. mere freak of passion, but a 
terrific force in him, 

Te drove me to say seriously, 1 is for 
her to choose.” 

‘She has chosen," he answered, His 
frankness was more baffling than any: sub 


tlety, It led you on and led you nowhere. 
He glaniced up at the litthe low-roofed 
house sinking Lo sleep under the twilight, 


und smiled. pay my first eal) now. 
‘An election agent can go anywhere, Are 
‘you coming too!" 

No, I’m unpopular just now.” 

"mm sorry. He'll spoil everything, to 
think of your standing there aut out of 
parad 

“You're an outrage —an indecency 
T flung back at him, “And 1 still wish 1 
‘ould punch your heud.” 

But in truth I had never liked him aw 1 
did then. There had been real feeling in his 
voice, 

He loved Lisbeth, And so he knew that 
the dim low house contained all the love- 
Tiness in the world, 

He turned, adding cagually over his 
shoulder, "And if you won't consider your- 
spit, you might consider poor Muclgmaie. 
You know — you're a rotten speaker."” 

1 lingered for a moment after the door 
had closed upon him. It was true, I did 
feol shut out, And I wanted to go in and 
make my peace and sit by the fire with 
therm as in the old days. I wanted dread~ 
fully dreadfully, eeause it wan alls dead, 

hopeless to’ throw off the self Thad 
become and be just the self that those taro 
‘ad loved and understood. I felt homesick 
fe lat child, and sa ae the prodigal 
must have done who knew that, 
many faite calves they killed for him, he 

never be one of his own people again — 
never forget what he knew. 

Hen somata, Wb koyromy fe the urke 
house.” I tured away, 

It was my heart coming back to life again, 
and hurting horribly. 


SPOKE that night in the Market Place; 
rather [tried to speak. But neither 
nor Ehud at fighting chance. W 
in the wrong side. We wanted peace 
and poor Stoneborough, decimated, weary, 
disillusioned, wanted the Kaiser's head. 
least that was what Felix Gordon told them 
they weeded to give them back their dead 
and their peace of mind, 

‘So they stormed our lorry, ‘They didn't 

ti mich harm — a good ducking for us 
in the weir at worst but they were irre 
sponsible and out of hand, and 1 knew that 
anew they gat us down it" wouldl fare badly 

idn't care. Twas sick and dis 

‘The war seemed. to have 
ng vital in me. And Lisbeth 
didn't understand. She could understand 
my arm's being smashed, Not the other 
things: not the disgust. the horror, the 
resignation that became” apathy and. cal- 
Jousness. And 1 couldn't tell her, and so 
T was losing her. 

Then suddenly some poor crazy’ follow 
Hopejoy's son it was — reeled over the edge 
of our lorry and caught me by the arm. The 
hogan to twist it, nol knowing what he did, 

M1 hiecupiny 
“Why's my girl chucked me, cap" 
Why don’t they give me hack my job? UL 
tell you, beeause | was an ‘ero and went to 


that bloody war.” 

T could only think of the pain, 1 went 
blind with pain, T went down into deep 
seas of it, clinging to one purpase not to 


ery out. 1 id bear a groan, Tt seme! to 

echo on ‘interminably tnside my skull, but 

Tdon't believe uttered, There 

ther men on the Jory now, pushing 

ae laughing and shout- 

ig. In the midst of ull that uproar L seemed 

to hear the bone anap like a erick of 
thunder 

‘They would have me down in a minute. 

1 was sick and faint and drenched with 

sweat, | wanted it to be over. But young 

Hopejay had grown quiet He stil held my 

arm, but he was gaping down at it like a 
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frightened child. [suppose there was some 
thing rather horri the feel of the 


thing. 
Wat's ‘appened, guv’nor?” 

“It d-doean't mutter,” I gasped. 
was donie before, you know. 

‘The whole incident couldn't have lasted 
more than a second. We were looking each 
other in the eyes. ‘The pain seemed to have 
flung me up onte some high lonely place 
with this man. We saw each other clearly: 
for the first time — both bankrupt in ev 
thing that mattered, cheated, affied. Tt 
wasn't my pain any more: and his loss was 

everyody’s. [heard myself saying 

1, apologetic sort of way: 

doesn't matter at all not your 


taste Hopejoy.” 

THe was et 1 didn't know what had 
happened. Fdon’t know now. Things like 
that aren't, to be explained. “But they do 
happen. happened on the road to, 
Darmaseus and they happen to little men in 
alittle ‘way pethaps once ina. lifetime. 
Your head break through the sous. 
was crazily happy because young Hopejoy 
Crieds ‘Phe bath curs had feet hited from 
my mind, ‘The prison door had been flung 

type. 1 wanted to shaut to everyone to 

I these fellow prisoners to come out with 
us. They wanted to smash me up would 
smash me up perhaps. ‘That didn’t make 
any difference. Tt was all a stupid mistake, 
No use in yenting our love and bitterness 
and disillusionment on one another. ‘There 
tran only one way out of Ui mews to have 
compassion. pose T was beside mys 
with pain and 4 wah tee wens of my re 
lease. ‘That didn’t matter, either, so long 
as one got hold of the truth in time. Why, 
when you come to think of it, it was as old 
as the hills! We'd been talking about it for 
nearly two thousand years anyway, and 
we hadn't even yet got it into our heads, 
much less our hearts. 

And there in the midst of it all I had a 
Vision of Lisbeth, I saw her with the eyes 
of my first love. ‘My heurt seemed to rush 
‘out to meet. her, ficent, how 
fplendid to lave like this! What things I 
had to say to her! 


se blag od was hitting out wildly 
at the tame boiling over the 


"s sides. 

ve him alone; ‘e ain't no German, 

ou blasted idiots! He's hurt! I've broke 
is bay arm?” 

it didn't help much. ‘They bundled him 

a one side. had got me between 

them, twisting that wretched limb ws 

though it had belonged to a sawdust dell. 

Still that strange exalted feeling remained 

Tike a light shining through # mist of blood. 

“They'let me go. It waslike being dropped 
by a whirlwind. I should have fallen if 
Young Hopejoy hadn't caught me round 
‘the waist. At first L was too dazed to know 
what had happened to distract their atten- 
tion from me. ‘Then [saw him. OF course, 
Thad known he would come, He 
keep out of a show like this, 

Tt made me think of a Blake pleture, I 
was fantastic and mad —yery newrly ab- 
urd Md splendid tor le came riding 
bareback on a huge stallion that he must 
have commandeered in its way fram 4 
show, for it was trapped with ribbons that 
fluttered gayly like the caparison of a 
peo sr, Ln tht mingled flare and 

ness the beast had a satanic majesty. 
‘en from where L stood T could see the 
menacing eye, the fire that seemed to leap 
from the terrifie bronze quarters. P don't 
know how he controlled it, One hand was 
‘wound into the plaited mane, the other 
carried an officer's riding crop. 

‘The two of them came plowing through 
the people like a great leviathan through 
stormy sea. And they gave way —stam- 
pce tring on One another | short 
ing fighting to get out of range of those 
deadly 

He was cun 
L could sew his 


“tt 


mine 


w them, too, and Laughing. 

moving and the gay ex- 
tltancy of his face, Rut he was in high 
earnest. A man snatched at him to pull 
him off, and I saw his riding crop come 
down full across the eyes with a ruthless: 
nest that mace me, even then, winee all 
over my body. ‘The man went down like a 
Blade of corn before the seythe. And alter 
that no one tried to stop him, 

He came up alongside, maneuvering his 
great, beast by heel and hand with an 
amazing power, 

Get on in front of met” he ordered. 

{shook my head at him, 

rm damned if 1 dot 

“You'll be damned if you don't. Don't 
take an unfair advantage, Fitzroy, You've 
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no right to get yourmel! killed just to annoy 

‘Someone urged me from behind, It must 
have been young Hopejoy. Now I came 
to think of it, I didn't want to be killed 
either. "There was something to live for. 1 
‘was alive again. But my strength was 
gone. 

“Sorry —don't think I can manage it.” 

“Jump! [ll hold fast.” 

Thad a queer, an absolute confidence in 
him, 1 made a blundering, headlong effurt 
and it was done. He was behind me, hold- 
jing me clove to him as though L had heen a 

Theard the angry shouting change 

its key. They were laughing, too, 
berinning to'cheer evens It had ten 3 
oriows row, ‘They hud meant to churk me 
into the weir, and now they were glad and 
touched because he had saved me from 
them. 

1 don't remember much of that sixange 
ride. T could feel the easy, beautiful mover 
ment of the great beast under me and the 
steady arm about my waist, Presently we 
were in a quiet street, ‘There were people 
about us; but different. peuple, who seemed 
te be sorry and anxious and ashasne. 1 
slipped off somehow, lurching against irom 
Palins “fighting; a deathly sickness. In the 
Jamplight 1 could see the stallion looniny, 
up like a beast of the Apoealynse, and John 
Smith standing very close to me 

“I'm afraid you're hurt, Fitzroy." 

1 gave an absurd, cracked little laugh. 

* Ruther funny, isn’t it? To yo through 


the Great War, and then nearly yet oneself 
killed in an election.” 


I wanted to say 
that she was 
that everything was 
going | weal ight now. My: voice died 

in my throat, [saw John Smith's face 
close to mine. 1 was submerged in the sud~ 
den knowledge that whatever happened to 
us two I'd love this man, 

I suppose 1 pitehed into his arms. 1 
don’t remember, 


ven 
HE next thing 1 knew clearly wus that 
my good-for-nothing urm had heen eut 
off and that Felix Gordon was dead 
murdered~in his own garden, And John 
Smith Tay in Stoneborough jal waiting 


Gradually, as I grew stronger, the whole 
story. was made dear to me. ‘It seemed 
that in Quetzelango a certain ex-President 
Marreno had returned to power over the 
bodies of his old persecutors, Individually 
he reclaimed a certain vast property the 
San Juan Finea and prospective gold mine 
which had been conceded to one Sir Felix 
Gordon hy Marreno’s suesessor us a token 
Of gratitude for services rendered — with the 
expected restilt that in far-olf Stone~ 
borough —which would have been hard put 
to it to place Quotzelango on thy map 

many people hud last all they tia to lose, 

Not that Sir Felix Gordon bad bribed 
Stoneborough, Stoneborough hud bribed 
him. For what was more natural than that 
they should want to put their mon 
concern to which their prospective m 
wed at least part of his obvious affluen 
‘Truc, it was only « small company, with 
Sit Felix us chisrman and a few unpro- 
nounceuble Quetzelangoson thebourd, But 
hadn't the government knighted him for 
war serview? Wasn't that guaranty enough? 
True also that the shares were not in 
the open market! All the better for the 
few chosen friends and supporters who were 
let in, 

Actually, half Stonehorough was let in 
including Aunt Geraldine and Colonel Gay. 
Tt was Miss Cornelius who, as soon as my 
abating fever mate it safe, told me how 
Aunt Geraldine, with all the sporting blood 
of our racw on fire, had plunged secretly 
and recklessly, blinded by, the vision of & 
Fitzroy once more in Old Stoneborough 
where he belonged, And now nothing wis 
oft 


na 


‘Your poor aunt, she wouldn't come 
near you~ she's been so ashamed. She 
feels she’s had a hand in something dis- 
honorable. She says if it had only” been 
horses betting, you know, Lots of Fitz- 
roys were ruined that way. You must be 
very kind to her, Euan. It's almost broken 
her heart.” 

“You leave her to me," [ said, 

There had been, I understood, a terrible 
meeting of Gordon's shareholders, who 
recognized oneanother with bitter astonish- 
ment; but there was nothing to be done. 

Felix was out of reach, He had 
Continued on Page 34) 
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Watch This 
Column 
“A oer of Quality” 


harms 


We are all governed more 
or less—principally more—by 
our personal prejudices. 1, for exam- 
ple, Tike plays with happy endings, 
which accounts for the many love 
stories we produce and the liberties 
Universal takes with some stories in 
which we drive out the gloom and 
let in the sunshine. ,T never could un 
derstand why, in Unele Tom's Cabin 
they killed off Little Eva when she 
might just as well hove lived and 
made oi lot of people happy. 


1 don't want to go to 
theatre to weep. No, and J 
like death-scenes, I don't like 
to see the hero shat or hanged, or the 
heroine die in the arms of her lover 
when they can just as well live and 
send you home with pleasant impres 
and memories 


n° ALABY OF QUALITY 


This accounts for our choice 
of beautiful love-stories in which 


the p live huppily ever after 
wards, vounts for ou produc 
tion of such exquisite emma “A Lay 
of Quality” with the dainty VIR 
NIA VALLI in the title role, It 
ounts for changing the story of 


“The Hanchbach of Notre Dame” 
and allowing Enmeralda to live and 
Jove insteutl of being hanged in the 

the book said she 


public square, 
was, What de you think about it? 
Do you enjoy happy endings or do 
you Tike to weep? 


Lam doing everything pos- 
sible for the starving and stricken 
people of Germany. Will you help? 
‘Will you send money or clothing or 
thing you can afford? 1 will dis 
tribute it at my own expense. Condi- 
tions over there are pitiful in the ex- 
treme. Will you forget the war and 
remember only the call of Hamanity? 


Carl faemmile 


President 


UNIVERSAL 
PICTURES 
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1600 Broadway, New York City 
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(Continued from Page 32) 
t given anyone money. He had not per- 
ly wecep Certainly nobody 
had had anything in return, And, as he 
very reasonably argued, it was impossible 
to hold any individual responsible for 
Quetveiango's periodical uphenvas.” For 
that matter, wasn't be himself the chi 
His property hud fallen into 
ds of rebels, and unless the British Gov- 
‘eenment intervened, which was improbable, 
there it was likely to remain, Shares in it 


pledge himself to an immediate 

to Quetaelango, where he would 

treat with Murreno for the best terms pox- 

sible, ‘The vateof confidence was passed by 
jen, helpless majority 

nith had had no 


we he had ben diame from Gordon's 
‘Then the tragedy. Relic Gordan, who 
had weathered ‘the binodiest periods 
‘Quetzelungo’s history, met a violent pe) 
ih a peaceful English garden, At whose 
hands? Official suspicion pointed in one 
direction, On the night following that 
shareholders’ meeting John Stith had had 
fa lust interview with Gordon. Aghast serv- 


unts testified to the bitterness and tivini 


nest of its character—at least as [1 
Hardon was concerned. Smith, it seme 
had spoken very quietly, offering two 
natives either this or that the listeners 
could not specify the actual terms. What 
‘ever they were, Gordon had refused them 
violently and had even gone to tie door 
with his visitor ax though he couldn't trust 
him out. of his sight, shouting devuncix- 
tian, And John Smith had said nothing. 
‘That night Gordon was to have gone up 
to town by the last train. He had been 
_ called eaclier in the day by telegram 
servants actually suw him leave the hows. 
He was found the next morning on t 
| vate footpath which led from his garden to 
thestation. Medical evidener proved that 
death had taken place several hours hefore. 
| Anto the exuse of death, he had been shot 
| clean through the forehead, apparently 
‘with his own revolver, which his held Loosely 
in one outstretched hand. But suicide was 
practically ruled out. ‘Phe ground ail round 
“body was churned up by a prolonged 
A frightful struggle 


thing 
at the other side of the ho 
(the footpath was a lonely. strete 
| fringed hy’ trv which might easily have 
smuithered even a revolver shot 

“There were three chief witnesses, ‘The 
first, a young, newly joined constable, swore 
hw fuel met John Smith else on midnight 
coming out of a side road whieh adjoined 

ouse. “He hud been hatless, 

mplight his face hud bee 
According to this witness 
(anid wt eal 
might le who 
hhad gone for a late stroll. Still, w stroll at 
ht is unusual, and the young eon 
stable made a note of the encounter, On 
theother side was Aunt Lizaie and ber little 
servant and shop asistant, Annie Roberts 
Both swore that the prisoner had had sup- 
per at home and had gone to his room warty 

(had stayed there. Aunt Lizzie hud 
locked and Durted the only exit, through 
the shop, with her own hands; and Annie 
Roberts, whose cubby-hole adjoined. the 

int door, and who had been kept awake 
toothache, swore that no-one, however 
Wild have got out without her 


John Smith's room was at the top of the 
house, aforty-foat drop. ‘The window looked 
| cuit om a side atroet the prowcurtion 
Hid not suggest it as an eit, much less a 
| pomsibse entry 
wo women swore that Je 
& gray suit, and n 
| was found in his. possession 
| their ground st 
wesse for the 


fense. That was his 
inevitable dramatic gesture, At the 
police-court proceedings, 80 they told m 
hw: had merely shrugged with good-humredd 
patience, At the trial he spoke once, aot 
to the jude nut to the jury, tuening-swittly 
to them with such a nearing of power und 
wluuteneathat they had flineh dese hough 
ore the flash of a 
“Tam not guilty!" 
‘Thereafter hy did not speak again 


UT there was no d 


awn swe 
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No counsel fought for him. ‘There we 
able men ull over the country ready to take 
up his case for the mere glory of figuring on 
his side, for be drew even people wha had 
never seen him. But he refused their help, 
He was not insolent or even indifferent, 

was logical ta the point of 

Te he was. inno 


business of the prose 
a hie to be truth, if they « 
nsumniate cleverness 


than ty pro 

And gradually the: 
of that stand began to dawn onus ull 
‘The prosecution, thrown out of its stride, 


grew angry, nagied, scolded, goaded; be: 
gan to overstep the: limits ‘of legitimate 
Irsinuation and had to be pulled tip short 
by the judge himaeif” Tt flung itself, im 
Med, against that silenes, It 

ize te the men and women 


who listened in tense judgment a maliious 


porting effet to weight 
least, after ae 
1 by hint and innuendo 
implant damning sug- 
Ww that be- 
upon the 
prisoner, hand on hip, Mis legal face made 
sneering by its very expressionlexsness, ( 
could almost hear the unuttered taunt 
“Now go into the witness box, if you 


He 
he stood tirelessly throughout 


counsel had tried t 
gestions in the jury's mind, 1 
wigged gentleman swing roun 


the trial yore fixed rs hevanil 
the judge great absorbing things, one im: 
agined. It was as though he had not heard 
OF seen 

But now, looking back upon thone three 


G 
vivid days, T know th woes aware of 
ehh and flow of f 

Vwelieve that for the tirst time inhi 
perhaps, he drew upon all the reserve 
pewer that I posse” jofully 


Hing, in that court. 1 
lite, 


towurd him as to intoxicating 
light. Hardest of must have 
when the witnesses gave their testim: 
He did not look ut them. But Aunt Lizzie, 
frail, frightened old woman, grew brave and 
convincing under 4 cruel crdss-exumination 
and Annie Roberts, slow of mind and 
speech, flashed out a spirited anewer or tw 

and the young constable, had been 

ane convinced at the r 
ings, beggar, 


‘ the prosecuti 
might, could stifle our knowledge of that 
Imost unique war record. He had come 
from the ends of the earth to fight. He had 
risen) from the ranks, He had been dec 
ruted with every nrder that a soldier dreams 
of, He had come through. un 
and that toll or hin, in some odd way, 
piagh it were 4 

f of ti 


ight have spoken, 
Kenawn that G ud worked 


her in Quetzel 


His dismigsal? 
promise of a post at th 
P tnacleyuate, ‘The whole li 
Le man liscounted 


The lsrvaking 


urd 


bearing 
rorkless anger 


was no counsel fur the defense to point to 


it. Tewas none the less known to tie all 
And and this was the strangest 

thing —I donot think that in the minds 

any one of us John Smith was innocent 


Perhaps that lay in his very nature. There 

and woren with whom the ward 
can never be associated. In 
know that they are the very 


Tn those three day he only looked 
towards us twiee ance, have 
seri, at the very end; and che fiat time 
of all, when he came up from the cells and 
stood clear of the two warders, like a man 
throwing off a degrading touch, and faced 
the court. He bowed gravely, with a subtle 
grace, to the judge; then turned to where 
Went. He saw me, und T thoaght a queer 
pete came into his face, and the 
Lisbeth. 

That look seemed to me interminabl 
T felt that everyone in that court must have 
seen what was in his eyes, He was u fighter 
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in the arena, who lite hung on bis cour 
age, saluting openly the woman he loved 
‘knd Lisbeth beset?” 1 dared not 
think of her, Twas afraid 
People wondered toate her there, ‘hey 
were shocked even, ‘This fair young girl in 
this yellow, airless court, thee scene of so 


much pettifogying human error, hurt and 
worried them like a flower growing rero- 
lutely 


tly from a dunghesp 
oubt, that we ought to 
have kept her away: bul then they did not 
know. To thers she wass still a child who 
in a wonderful and lovely way had kept 
the look of a child's unearthly innowence 


They did not. understar upper i 
and its gentle sternness, 
Heaven knew if Teould have saved ber 


from that time I would have done sv. If 
she had said then "Marry me” 1 would 
have carried her off to the ot af the 
world, ‘Though 1 was deadly weak still 
and my arm what was left of it hurt 
as though an animal with blunt fangs were 
gnawing at it day and night, I did plead 
With her. T pleaded for myst with a rough 
eguism that brought a puzzled look into 
her eyes, as though friend had become a 
stranger. And 1 was conscious, even in 
that moment, of a sad amusement, Hadn't 
she known Twas humana man who 

ited things desperately? N 
not. How should she know? 
Dek too ue in 


Twas a child; T've 
nied you as my wile since I've been a 
man. “There never haw | 
inmylifebut you. ‘Therenever will be., But 
I've waiter! long enough too long” “hat 
kind of thing ean begin to fester. Phere can 
me no reason on earth why you shouldn't 
marry me —exeept one 
1 caught a gleam then of that other Lis- 
tweth that Lisbeth who once sbe naw: the 
truth and the right would follow it with a 
ible fearlessness 
“What is that, Puan?" 


“But Fido 
Tt was a ery of distress of protest 
against something too much, too strange 
for her. T held her to me with all the 
strength Thad, f kissed her dead whi 
Brutal and 
a moment 
(me with 
But T would 


toed eves ike & dead child 
not let Her xo. 


Marry me—marry me, Lisbeth 
me You must 

She raised hervilf. She stood hack from 
me i Tittle, not as though she wan 
éseape but &0 that we vould look 
ther in the face. And sos male 
think with « start o 


Ifyou 


hid mo myste 
the mystery of great goodness. 

can't; not now. When it’s all over. 
1 promise you., Tt would tie cowardly Tike: 
running away. 

Tdid not know clearly what, she meant 
Tt was significant that 1 did not ask he 
Nor did IT plead with her again, For th 
first time a definite fear was stirring in me. 
Aman might come ta life too late. 

sat three days in that dingy court 
But towards the end of that last day f 
hardly listened. heard, without under: 
ding, the waspish periods of the prose- 
ution, And then the judge spoke, and the 
Jury's fares pe Jy, express 
losily. His voice made a far-off murmur 
rough and the mustle af his 


broken hy a dr 
notes 


to put before them — direct 
the law, ‘Theirs, to free their 
1 prejudice hearsay 


impartial justiew. Varying 

crime manslaughter; that, too, 
reliability of 
case made 


ult hy the prisoner himself 
And here the sunken eyes lifted and rested 
on that baffling figure with a kind of queru- 
lous wo 
‘Then, tov ewential to put aside per- 
sonal feeling the records of the two men 
the dead and the living immaterial in t 
eyes of justine — they were people of com 
map sense it was in their hands 
Presently the stream trickled into si- 
His volee lifted: 
Meme 


Ie 
‘ou will retire to 
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(Continued from Page 3: 

And they had risen from their places, 
and after that strange moment of suspense 
filed out, leaving us like forgotten mario 
nettes in'a dingy box. 


a 


IGHTS up. They floated in the 
yellow air like marsh gas over foul 
water. A xigh that was half a groan sank 
into an appalled emptiness. A door opened. 
‘They had come back at Inst, shuffling into 
their pen, and we craned forward trying 
toread what must surely be written. But 
their faces were studiously expressionless. 
John Smith had come up out of the dark, 
the warders clase at his heels like great 
bulldogs, and waited, his hands rested on 
the dock rails, Joowe ‘elasped and. tranquil. 
He seemed to'be standing alone and high 
up above the ground fog which enveloped 
us ina blurring mantle, so. sharp-drawn 
that I had a poignant sense of unreality, as 
though I myself the people round me, had 
disintegrated into drifting wraiths of mere 
‘emotion and instinet. 

Hut he wax hurd and real, the substance 
of him cloge knit by an integral purpose. 
He was the one free man among us all, be 
cause be wasn't afraid, 

A sharp triple rap from the usher’s wand, 
like the knoeking in a French theater be- 
fore the curtain rises. ‘The judge came out 
‘of his door upon the dais. We stood up 
again, with the rustling sound of wind 
amon dead leaves, He was furbliag nery- 
ously with his red robes, and I had one of 
these ghastly comic twists of thought 
which pounet on us like imps to ridicule th 
hig mements of our lives, 1 thought of 
panie-stricken bridegroom fumbling for th 
ring. But it was the black eap of which h 
was making sure. 

Tfelt Lisbeth let go my hand and stand 

alone. 
‘The foreman turned towards the judge. 
‘The judge bent his head. He was very 
deaf.” He must have been afraid of making 
some terrible mistake, 

“Well, gentlernen ?”* 

“Not guilty, my lord.’ 

We were on our feet simultaneously, 
‘The judge receded, dwindled. He had no 
ower now, We were like people struggling 
‘out of a nightmare, making queer strangled 
sounds that exploded an instant late 
miraculously —eyond the walls of 
court into a dull roar of triumph, ‘The 
was a man near me erying openly, stammer- 
ing, waving, fighting for coherent expres- 
sion, as though he himself had eseuped 
death, ‘The judge made frotful gestures 
He was almost inaudible. 

“a disgrace,” He would have the 
court cleared. 

‘Then Inter, more clearly 


d for the first 


time with the genuine feeling of am 
as verdict in which rt 
relief to wet at liberty a bri 


toldier whose fellow 
have cleared him from the suspicion of a 
Provecuting couns 


hideous erime.’ 
a ih 
ra with 9 sudden a 


Tt was ove 
wnt. The relentless pur- 
hinge more, after all, than 

a piece of habitual play acting. ‘There was 

no reason why he and the lite prisoner 

should not dine together in perfect amity. 
People were surging over the barriers 

1 saw the colonel hold up his hand to J 

Smith. He 

to see it, but 

vision. "A warder touched him on 

farm not authoritatively now, but defer 
entially, as one might remind a gentlema 
f some lapse into forgetfulness, But 


did not move, 
“My lord, 1 have a statement to 
make ——"" 


Me was wpeaking at lait, His voice, 
rather high-pitched and metallic, struck us 
into silence, We hung towards him —sus- 
pended, fascinated. 
‘The judge himself, halfway towards the 
Sagem ors 
“Mty lord, T killed Felix Gordon, ‘The 
witneases apoke the truth at far as they, 
There are many ways of leaving 
and reéntering a house to a man who is 
active and has a steady head, | killed him 
fairly. “My reasons I shall give, in full anid 
at the right time and to those whom t! 
concern, He had double-crossed us. all, 
IT. knew and had proof, but he had kept him- 
self out of reach of the law, [had worked 
for him. 1 was responsible to my friends 
and fellow citizens whom he had ruined. 
offered him the choice of making restitu: 
tion or of fighting me for his life. chose 


a 


EVENING POST 


to fight. He was armed nd T was not, 
and be knew it. And so I killed him.” 

He waited a moment. He had a com- 
pelling dignity which saved him from the 
aint of melodrama, He added in a low 
tone: 

“T do not make this statement out of 
any desire for sensation but because my 
church demands a public acknowledgment 
ef my action before she ean absolve me. 
‘That's all.” 

He tumed, motioning the two warders 
‘on one side, and passed out between them 
into the open court 


a 
HEY carried him shoulder-high through 
the Market Place. We saw. him for a 

moment riding the heads of that crowd, 

and though he smiled a little, it was with- 

‘out either exultation of relief, One would 

have said that he had done with the whole 

ineident and that his mind was already 
working in the future, 

We made our own way home with difti- 
culty, pushing the colonel’s chair for he 
Sait limo ow to walk mere than a few 
steps—t side streets, where strag- 
glers gece lh to ask “Is it trae?" and 
to exclaim “Well, upon my word, did you 
ever bear the like of it!” with a half-amused, 
half-shocked grimace as though  tekled 
at the thought that a man might oy 
‘such hanky-panky with our solemn Englis 
law. And the eolonel, nodded and st 
mered, "Yes, you can't try a man twi 
in this country. He's safe, and I'm damn 


Lisbeth and T were alone in his 
the colunel himself, like a child 
‘n its emotions to tatters, had 
ped, and Thad waited for her 
dimly lit room and touching t 
‘longed to her as though 
them. At last she 
We looked at each other. We had 
begin. 
ning. All the way here we had not spoken, 
and now our silenee lingered on like a hate- 
ful, baffling intruder. She eame and stood 
oppasite me by the fire, gazing down in 
the glow, her red-gold head resting on her 
hand in ‘x pose xo poignantly familia 
, that almost my he 


came. 
too much to say. ‘There seemed n 


things to say to her that would rel 
both. And then 1 


)seeretly undermine a man's 

control, his very judgment, [laughed 
nd of that laugh was detestable, T 

y her start a tle, My Beart siclene 

id checked 


nd thwarted that splendid 
impulse uld_ only. blunder 
from b . like a frightened fool, 
Her ey Lon me and I felt their 
dangerous steadiness. 

Tplanged headlong 

“Em sorry. Only I've just seen the 
funny side ms 


There were we, 
tragedy of it all, and tie must have be 
laughing up his sleeve at us —at everyhody, 
at the law and the judge, at dear old 
Fathi arty himself.” 1 ean guess 
ty said: My son, there ean 
be no forgiveness without public acknow' 
edgment of your act.” Well, he has acknow!- 
edged it. handsomely.” a 
‘could see myself, & dark, thick-set fe 
in mind and body, a 
stranger to both of us, She asked in a low 
“Do you think of him as a common 
murderer, Euan? 
“Not a common one, hea 
Put he's kills 
from that.” 
“Is killing always murder? You kill 
Ani he killed people, 
od for it. He killed re 
Quetzelango, He told us about it, 
didn’t think’ of him as a murderer ‘then. 
here's all the difference in the 
difference of motive 
anywik ermans for my own 
sake. Nor did he—at least, { suppose not. 


Tn there doesn't seem to be 


don either for 
his own sake. And our law isn't of any use, 
It doesn’t punish bad men who ruin people 
who trusted them, And he did give Gordon 
ance, and risked his own life.” 

T don't believe he's ever risked any- 
thing. He's always known what he coul 
do.” ‘That was a flash of inspiration, T 
broke, off, only to add with a wretched 
superiority I wasn't feeling, “But you're 
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talking nonsense, Lisbet 
whole of our civilization, 

“Perbaps our civilization is nonsense 
too,” she said. 

“Perl it is, but it’s all we've got. A 
lot of us thought enough of it to die for it,”* 
‘We were both of us angry now, like pee ile 
who speak a different language and blunder 
from one piteous error into snother. “ Peo- 
ple like Smith try to wreck it, but there's 
Still something of it left —respect for life. 
We've no right, as individuals, to judge 
each other to death as he did. Heaven 
Knows it’s taken us long enough to got hold 
of that much. If that goes, everything goes. 
‘We'll topple back into the Stone Age.” 

““If civilisation means that,” sl 
“why did you kill one another for iv? 
only respect: life when it suits you. 1 
know I feel that there are bigger things: 
than life, and that a man who takes it may 


tilting at the 


be doing the greatest thing ‘eg 
‘The lower part of her fs 
light. The upper lip, wh 


kept its sweetness, was as inflexible ax iron 
Once perhaps, I thought wryly, some 
anceatorof hers, it gentle, as compassionate, 
might have burned hereties for their souls’ 
good. But all that didn't matter now. An 
immeasurable laming sadness had laid itself 
By sume subconscious toad, running be- 
th all this fierce youthful Hogmatizing, 
iad been brought up sharp against a 
truth L would have given a world to have 
from. But it was too late. 
eth, you'd justify anything he did.” 
There it war, dragged into the open. Our 
, and into hers leaped a distress 
ilo me almost forget my own. 
ad rushed in a dark flood over 
k, and now receded as swift 
leaving her very pale. Her voiew was firm 
rather desperately firm 
“That's not true. I'm only trying to be 
fair. What do you want me to do?” What 
pu want me to think?” 
Dear, I ean't dictate to you. L wouldn't 


if L could, Besides, I don't know what 1 
think myself."” 
“Don't you want me to see him agai 


would make you happy.” 


docility was pitéous. It 
surrender of a naturally 
ident spirit, “But 1 ean 


ok my head, 
“I don’t want you to, I'm not 
as all that. You've 
yourself, just as T have. 
anything to me if you're not free and 
happy?” T thought that she was going to 
lay her hand on tine, and I maved away 
into the shadow, for just then I couldn't 
have borne her touch, T should have been 
ashamed to show how weak I was. ""Noth- 
ing else matters 
thought “What matters is that 
Jove this man,” but if T had said the words 
aloud she. tht have answered yes, for she 
would tell ye truth, and then I couldn't 
have gone away—not kissed ‘her 
in—lost everything that had been the 
oe and fire of my life. I was too big a 


ard. 
Don't let's talk of him, Lisheth. After 
all, what does he matter to'us? He's a bird 
Of passage—an adventurer. In afew weeks 
he'll be off to the other ends ofthe earth. 

e'll have peace again 

1 heard her sigh —a 
then the eliek of the gate an 
steps on the gravel path. He was coming. 
T'itnow und T new, too, that ahead 
eaught ber breath and that her hand had 
zone to her breast in that remembered ges- 
ture of wonder, ven as T turned he wag 
there in the open doorway, in the glow of 
the firelight. 

"They faced each other, and L had a brief 
prophetic vision of these two. It came like 

flash of lightning and Jeft me in greuter 
larkness, but I was to remember it. ‘They 
id belong to each other, Even physically 
there wax un affinity between them some 
rare quality, aérial and clear, like sunlight 
onan Italian hillside. Without mor 
they seemed to come together. And yet 
it wasn't a fusion of component elements; 
rather the impact of opposed forces, mutu- 
ally attractive, terribly and inevitably 
drawn to a collision. Above my love and 
pain was my fear for her 

‘He was disheveled and breathing quickly. 
He held out grimy hands that were bloody 
and torn as though by a sharp instrument. 
He laughed under his breath, But there 
was nothing youthful in that passionate 

(Continued on Page 38) 


What's the use of 


have dreamed my dreams any 
shoul 
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(Continal 
haste. He came 
resolute, out of t 
“They wouldn't have 
said, “so T got into the hot 
them hy the old way 
when Twas a ti 
yards from my 
Tonk ste to iby (ie enter soar 
ich, though I'm heavier and the gutter 
crazier than we were. I'll show you one 
andl Sergeant E 
mkey could t 
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man, eoo! and 

of action, 

let_me_ go." he 
and escaped 

ws L used to escape 


Lisbeth? 
And then 
wouldn't ha 


seen me if Td st 
en brushed against 

Teouldn't have 
stayed there. ‘have borne it. It 
wawn't tolerable. [was stifled and aver. 
powered by that quiet, terrible vielener 1 
‘was ylad to tw out in the gray mist, eve 
Kenowing that T had last her, 


a 
DON’T know where 1 wer 
wandered Uke sormeon 

wherever I was sure of being alone. But 

Indeed at nighttime round Stoncborough 

there isn't any’ real solitude. I think the 

very earth in made up of the living dust af 
the people who fought and toil and 

Sireatmed here. And the sounds of water 

and the wind in the willow trees are their 

Voices, far off, indistinguishable, yet 

ply familiar, radually in their midst 

e loses all xenise of loneliness of pitinble 

One becomes a part of eternity, 

races, ageless, loving and mering 

‘So at last a kind of fugitive peace came 


that night. 
distraught 


me and T turned homewards by the river. 
And there [met him. 
wards me, 


He sauntered to- 
singing to hime. It was ae 
jouw distant voice bad 
torn aif the mufling centuries and become 
distinguishable. Within a pace of each 
other, we hoth stopped, ‘The encounter 
seemed to be inevitable and final. A thin 
gray river mist hung between us, like a 
silent, curious witness, blurring our faces, 
ting us hy a kind of unearthly re- 
eon, And 1 think it was that fecling 
unreality that made it possible for us 
speak as we did without passion or 
resentment. 1, at least, was subdued with 
eas and a serve of Some Vaster issue 
nurselves 
“Tye been looking for you,” he said 
entl 


should you expect to find me 
T asked, 
"tknow. It's the place I 
come to on such a night.” 

tioned with nd and I turned 

in had just risen 

n and the mixt behind 
Tuminous white sea out 
of which Old Stoneborough lifted a black 
stateliness. In the daytime the walls were 
shattered and overgrown, Night restored 
and magnified them. It is strange how the 
ereated thing can at last outmateh the 
creator, [thought — perhaps my compan= 
ion was thinking, too of the men who had 
sweated and agonized to build these walls 
and of these others who had come ridin) 
‘along this path and looked up to them as 
‘a place of sanctuary, They encompassed 
us, ut they were shadows, 

‘Uld Stoneborough persisted 


should 


a stark 


reality. It had thrust its roots deeper and 
deoner into the soil. Tt had a strange dark 
life of its own, 


"It looked like that a thousnd years 
jobn Smith murmured, “only T sup 
there would have heen’ lights in the 
windows. 
“Hw 
cold 


" It ave, have been frightfully 
ney Would hang tapestries against 
the night air, Besides, iam thereon be ene 
‘mies on the wateh 

Yes." His voice cleared. Lt was like a 
Uoright sword gently drawn from its sheath 

Anil what a place todefend? Even now 
yu sauld't take ity direct “aaa 

were great men, thove ancestors. of 
ours, Fitzy." 

Ttumed with him, Old Stonetorough 
seemed to go before us, like ® giant on 
kuard, barring the road. Smith walked 
with bis hands in his pockets, easily, freely. 
1 tried member that this morning he 
Hal ees a prisoner hanging between 
and death, But the thing balked my imag- 
ination. ie was without hat or overc 


| but the damp cold seemed not to touch 
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vulnerable. 
go bark there, 


he had become 
you want 


jon asked me the same question, 


No, wither I've outgrown it or F'm too small 
fort, U don’t know whieh. It's not my 


“Where is your home?" 
odin known. 
meat! to buy it one of these days. Will 

“No, 1 don't think s0." 

“Phat might seem strange 
tia, but nat tome, Has it ever occurred to 
you that. we might belong to 
Kind of way? I cun imagine that there were 
handsome women in, that charroaler's hut 
of ours in the forest, and that your men 
took what they wanted in those days.” 

T wondered if he were taunting me 
his voire was brooding and tourbed with 
an odd warmth us though the conjecture 
pleased him. And [ remembered! the por- 

‘of that first Sir E 
OF worse, it's pos 
“1 almost see, other 
wise, ‘why L 'ahould.-xlways drift bac 
here. But Vd like to prove it. And hy th 
Lord, it would please that jolly old gam~ 
Ding wunt of yours.” 

Tsmiled at that. He could be amazingly 
naive, like a child. It was hard to tell why 
he did not seem ridiculous. “You know, 
she wanted the place back, if you didn't 
by hook or erook, And Gordon was the 
rook all right. Any arnazing fellow? What 
did it ull amount to? A few thousand 
pounds. A mere sprat in his net, But hi 
couldn't resist the fun of cheating eve 
ttle people.” 

1 sup 
u're so sure? 
"Tknew. E her to deny 
it. He and Marreno were hand in glove. 
1 don't say that if Stoneborough had 
elected him he mightn’t have given them 
the benefit for a time But he was get 
Ling sick of respectability,” He wanted to 
ack to Quetzelango, whew he didn't 
ave to pretend anything, and stay there 
Ithe had managed a get-away that would 
have teen the end of San Juan as far as 
ehorough was concerned 
would have confiscated 1 
stock and barrel, and. Sir 
would have vanished; but behind the 
cers He broke aif with a laugh. 
‘You know, 1 was really sorry to kill him. 
‘We had had' wonderful times together. But 
there was no other way. I told him so, but 
he thought he was too strong. He went, 
armed always, He meant to shoot on 
sight, but he wasn't quick enough. Rein, 
able so long, he had grown fat an 


hut 


th 


nt to cheat them’? 


fell silent. 1 caught glimpse of his 
faceof the fine-drawn, almost delicate 
features that we 
omposure. I knew that he was revisualiz~ 
ing that struggle, following it step by step 
with the cool detachment of a judge. In 
some mysterious way he made me see how 
it had all happened, I knew, for instance, 
that there had been searcely w sound just 
the shuffle of their feet, their smothered 
breathing, that final shot, ‘These wo had 
turned a quiet English garden into a corner 
fof the jungle, No argument, no pleading 
‘The ultimatum had been given and re- 

ted. From the moment: that Gordon 
aud realized that he had drawn too late he 
realized also that it was al) over with him. 
He and his opponent had learned their 
fighting where quarter was unknown, and 
it would never have oceurred to him. rather 
dull-witted as he was at bottom, hat he 
had any resource but in himself. Still, he 
hhad died game, [guessed that too. He had 
looked into the «lowly, ruthlessly dexeond- 
ing uzzle of hi own weapon 
flinch 


th pointed easually 
way, that'e where 1 threw in 


Hie mig ike o 

tHe tind vast 4 kind of enchantment over 
me, so that the killing of Felix Gordon had 
Stemed 4 natural and inevitable net” But 
at that touch of farsieing deliberation 
degen questions forced themselves on me. 
He had misked tis life. "That was ruc 
enough, But (rom what motive? Indigna- 


tion? ‘To save what could he saved for 
Stoneborough? Or had he known that 


headed for disaster and by a 
libly bold moves pulled bi 
self out of the ruins to a stronger position 
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Even that spectacularly generous resewe on 
the Market Place— hadn't there been an 
element of cool caleulation in that too? 
And yet therewas that rare simplicity, that 
ssingleness of mind and purpose that made 
it hard to suspect a calculating treachery 
in 


im. 
“Well, you've snapped your fingers at 
law and order pretty succesfully,”” I said 
at Inst. “But if you take my adview you'll 
get out of here, They may get you on a 
technicality. Besides that, people have 
way of waking up with cool heads.” 

% back to Qi 
will send me, 
fan pull 
arreng ane 
‘Too well, perhay 


The 
mly 
for 


Enough toe Town be of 
vase to him tho, esn't bear Tuncor 
out there. One sells one’ssupport according 


to the ngeds of the moment. tsa w 
ful life.” He drew his breath decry ike 
someone wher has. con d 
room inte elean, free air.“ 


Hut T'm not going alo 
We had been walking more slowly, and 
het a each 

really 


now we stopped altos 
This was what 

us 

fou und Lae apy again 

he said. 


He thought 
had fought and beaten me, and that queer 

% spirit in him watched alertly for 
my answering gesture of pain or anger. He 
did not understand that for the moment 1 
had forgotten him, Lisbeth! Life without 
her! An eter 


ty af living! What was it 
mberedd Lishett 


seemed to him 
ariest river” 
¢ swirl of water at our feet made me 
remember, Yes, that was true at any rate 
Rut life that was like a breath under the 


stars would seem a long husiness when the 
gray light woke me tomorrow to the loss 
of her; reiterates! 


years of monotonously 
effort, with everything that [ad learned 
of beauty through love of her turned tu 
pain. 


vas hieeding secretly to death 
mean that Lisheth is to marry 


“T've asked her to go with me. Her 
father wishes it. And she loves me, You 
know that. You're not a fool 

L know she loves me ton 

‘Oh, yes, in a Way —a child's way, You 


grew up together. A merciful thing for you 
Hoth you didn't marry” She belongs to me 
forgotten her, I meant to come 
she didn’t forget either. She waited 
ft wae acttled between tuxseven yeare si 

up there.’ 
Well, what am I to say?” 

Je stared at me, | hatlled him too, 
‘Hew should I know?” 

I think you expect me to fight you 
Lisbeth isn't to be fought over: She 
prousd, and she’s quite free. 

My eyes bad grown necustomed ty the 
half light. I saw the lines of his face, anit 
something that Thad never seen these a 
fleeting nok of amuzed and arrogant per 
plexity 

“You've got to set af free, Fitzroy. 

‘Then 1 knew, ha 
triumph in her. ' So sh 0 
the tecth of a torrential. passi 
kept faith. He had met her 
defeated, 

o she refused 
Hemade a mavernent of fierce impatience 
tald yourhewasnat a modern wars 
She has old-fashioned notions, So long as 
you've got her word she'll stick to you. Oh, 
forma woman's love of cere 


rmiliation. 
“And now you're asking me to cut my 
own throat?” 
Humbug, Fitzroy? You've got to make 


place. You can't help yourwit- You want 
T happiness, don't your 
“Do you? 
walked on 
he will be happy with me." 
nu're sure of that 
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AINCIENT FIRES ee ees 


411 ona oA rh 
sit under the Arizona's . Tm Copeclty lai 
Two other passsager val manly, ‘The 


milarly 1. ‘There wa Quetzelangan made me another little 
¥ m West Ham, Lon lute, tolerant an: 
haved ruffian with Hi we sh a 
P man accent, whom f doubt 
that I could discover we called Another man had joined us. He wa 
arom, Both had been drunk when ng and fair-skinned and very English 
Diege the The spotless white « " 
The id visible sign of authori 
F bales of ily buzzing swarm of 
the insidi ay of broke before him and th alut 
mbining t a came impressive. ‘The newcome 
1 for the ba nodded to us, I noticed that he limped 
ndee’s facetious prophecies as to thelr clumsily, like a man with an artificial 
future. Captain Otto, stout foot which he hasn't learned to manage 
I pink-faced, watched from the taff My name's Anderson, Jefe polit 
and flicked vigur ash over us by way th Gi 
u Give them to t 
member,” he adjured cyni comandante the monkey-face 
hen anyon to you, Si gentleman « ight. That's what 
Caan, jenn h const not paid for doing. All 1 want 


aste Indians sheered off 


from under the Ati t Finney 
w and began to lumber The German bowed from the waist 
y norew For five weeks 1 and ke alance by what was 1 
1 wrestled w and tides and doubt a ng pract 
i and threatened m: Baron Karl von 
" thi Euan Fitzroy 
r ire h with The man Anderson referred from me 
Ne inn all to a typed list 
Robert un op toad Don’t seem to ha name 
at ce and rickety iron T hardly see how you could hope 
beyond the reach of the have i 
t had red in my ears all That's all you | Where a 
\ badly handled boat, missing ‘ou bound f 
the pier steps, was doomed to be San Juan 
u i, and what the Then you're a he ge 
kers did not batter out of recogni eral I looked bi 
t would finish, So Captain enough. “Gen, John Smith," he adi 
hud woured us, adding with a No, I'm not going in tha 
avy T humor, “'Zem natives I know him, He wasn't a ” 
2 ell jose days. I've got business with hin 
To be first off had become « kind of He didn’t send fo 
. Latood forward in the prow of He doesn’t know I'm coming. 
nay craft and watched the lifting Where are you fron 
ith w impatience, It England 
med alm liar to me You've come a mighty long wa: 
am ems familiar, Last r 
a4 we anchor under the quickest. The ms to be 
uring stars, Chad seen it, encircled by me sort of a hold-up on the Atlantis 
y foam like the plumed, A 
w of a dusky red-eyed god A flicker of asmile went over the lear 
morning — for there “ 
no sleep for me that night That's so. You seem to have been 
had t rise out of the phospho: in a hurry, Well, there’s no hurry i 
Hark, an unearthly w these parts, Their ble 
h the wun poured colora m power train went an hou i 
al than a fancy, rose upon have to wait till tomorrow anyhow 
gold upon rose, until T had legraph to find out how badly you'r 
ad wanted alm ed 
as fron ing. unendurably To the president?” I usked. 
a between those He lifted a quizzical eyebrow at me 


lawn there had been en 
at guarded the 
tteries lulled 


No, not to the president,” he said 
He turned awa 
You two are passed, ‘There's a 
commodation at the Hotel Libertad. 
If you don’t keep the drink out and the 
mosquitoes off you'll have f not 
row. I'll look you up late 


imewhere in that velvet dark 


Lisbeth lay asleep. She had been 
watched as 


did the nig up its seroll and the 1 Almost Fancted 1 Saw Him, Casing Prom its Ba Inte the Dis He hesitated as though he were still 
{palms sharpen against not quite easy on my account, a 

the emerald light of morning, ‘This paradise wa was some devil left in him, “‘I've ‘ad my last drink," he urt nod limped off down the pier. We followed. 

med a paradise in those hours, Reality had added, “I takes my dying oath on that A convoy of cargadores, like a flight of sparrows, fluttered 

away like the flying fish that leaped in showers We blundered against the rusty pier steps, For a mo- bout us, carrying our belongings, light stuff enough, yet 
through the moonlight, 1 forgot why I had come ment it seemed that we were going to shoot past them to seeming too much for their th fever-consumed b 


Ru was A brutal sunlight stripped San destruction against the skeleton of iron girders, but a I believe I instinctively made some movement to relieve my 
Bi it nits, color by color, leaving a dirty swarm of lean, fluttering brown hands Inid hold of our particular victim, but the baron waved me back firm 

nakedness, ‘The very water that ran beneath our bows, gunwale, and amidst yells and execrations we were made Let zem alone, my vriend. Zey are used to it, Mustn't 

unslucent as liquid sapphire, held a hint of some foul, fast, ‘Then apathy descended again like w hot cloud. From com-compromise white mi gnity 

hhooe deeay tainted the air and exuded from the the pier head a Quetzelangan official, clad in what ap- He himself remained imperturbably dignified. Indeed, 

hatche ing between shore and jungle, like a peared to be the remnants of several European uniforms, I believe his absolute assurance that whatever figure he 

lential breath. Beyond, welded by distance into had watched our disembarkation, Now as we cameup level cut must be noble because he cut it reseued our party from 

8 solid impassable barrier, the great Sierra Madre lifted a with him he saluted gravely, and I saw his animal brown —humil ey was frankly sick, I put my arm round 


acing shadow eyes rest on my empty sleeve with a glow of interest. He him and we staggered along together under that deadly 
1 in his hands. addressed the baron, ‘That gentleman, very dirty, still sunlight. If he was disgusting, he was also slightly pa- 
w them movies!” he said bitterly and ap drunk and very seasick, somehow managed to convey the thetic 
covering a impression of being a man of the world, at home in all “If it'd been honest English beer, me lord,” he told 
Ww there places and circumstances, He could at least speak Spanish. “this we 


ney buried his small freckled f 


fe 


it just 


ld never ‘ave 'appened, 


He looked up at me 
gathered from hi 


Perhaps 
1 mine 
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He leaned against me, his head on my 
shoulder like a coy girl, and I thought he 
had fallen asleep, But suddenly he sat up 
straight 

“Wot am I doing “er 

“T don't know," I 

+ Wot's anybody doing?” 

“'T know still less. No use worrying.” 

“That's right. No use. But it’s “ard to 
stop, once you've got started, Only thing 

is to do something. Keep moving. 
‘That's wot Fdid. Opped it. Ship's steward 
‘o New York. But them movies! Just a 
pack of lies like everything else. Propa- 
ganda! You'd think from them there was a 
‘old-up and a free fight at every street 
corner, Not a bit of it. Same old grind. 


Breakfust, tea and dinner, and lucky to get 
‘em 


“when that one-eyed chap said to 
yu took the right sort, ‘Ow about 
money and a serap?' T said, ‘I'm on.’ And 
‘ore Lam lieutenant in the noble Quetzel- 
vething-or-other Army.” 
A what?" I asked, 
“Lieutenant. Yes, sir, And if you ‘adn't 
t your blessed 'd say you was a 
juver, ain't it, ‘ow generals never 
except battles, 2. . A 
yen, on Vere. Don't 
you tell no one I told you, But it’s the 
truth, Them cases of the baron’s —stufled 
with munitions, you bet your boots, Why. 
I got 4 uniform myself somewhere! I'll 
it you.” Twas alert enough now. 
you want fighting for a lot 


3 


“ Poreigners 


‘a no foreigner, Wot 
Smith? Never 


1 of Smith? Wot were 
you doing in the Great War, daddy?” He 
laughed. “Smith's all right,” 

He stood up presently and stood swaying 
about me like a reed in the wind. 

“Not that I cares much for seenery, and 
that's the truth,” he said. ‘Too many 
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wriggly things in it. I'd better ‘ave an- 
other of those little drinks before closing 
time or I'll get the fever. That's wot ‘is 
almightiness said, ain't it? ‘When you 
feels shiverylike “ave another drink.’ Come 
on, general,” 

I did not answer his invitation, and he 
was actually set towards Nicaragua until 
I turned him round. Then he remembered 
his real business with me. 

“Knew there was something I ‘ad to tell 
you. If you wants to get to San Juan you'll 
‘ave to foot it, They don't mean to let you 
go by the train tomorrow. They don’t 
ancy the look of you. Thought you'd like 
te know, sit.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 

He saluted in mocking imitation of the 
comandante’s best manner. 

“Not at all, sefior.”” 

When he was set safel; 
went back to my sand hill, 

John Smith, I'd hardly thought of 
him-—only of Lisbeth. By reason of the 
thing he had done he had dwindled to a 
mean, commonplace man whose evil might 
be irreparable, but whose self scarcely 
counted now. 

Perhaps I had a touch of fever. Perhaps 
the light which magnified the shadows of 
the palm trees to the columns of a huge 
fallen temple magnified him too. Like a 
ruff and an old ballad, Aunt Geraldine had 
said. Like the figure of a legend, dim yet 

‘iantesque, he loomed up there behind me 
in that terrific fortress of mountains. I al- 
most fancied I saw him, gazing from its 
battlements into the distance, 

‘Tomorrow, perhaps, L should meet and 
challenge him—a drab, everyday fellow, 
maimed and not much of a fighter at the 
best of times. He would look at me with 
his quizzical smile. 

“We're up against it, Fitzroy,” 


on his course I 


Only I doubted whether he would smile 
this time. He was on his own ground now. 
No light-hearted playing here. Besides, he 
would read in my eyes that, whatever my 
powerlessness, I meant mischief. 

And then Lisbeth. At the thot 
involuntarily I covered my face. 
my lovely, unhappy sweetheart! 


xv 


‘O NEED te say much of the three in- 
tervening years. To the real Euan 
Fitzroy they were quite empty. 

People generalize cheerfully about love 
and time and the human heart. But the 
net of their generalizations is too wide. 
Small fry like myself slip through and 
make exceptions—not very lucky excep- 
tions, perhaps, judged by the ordinary 
standard of happiness. 

I worked hard, thou: I had my work- 
shop in a poor mining district and mended 
some fair examples of human wreckage: 
and finished off a few, too, like the rest of 
my brethren. The best that I can say for 
myself is that I did not grow rich over it. 

In @ way, life had become a very simple 
business for me. I knew that I wasn’t clever 
and I put aside the tormenting questions 
which men were asking themselves at the 
end of the war. That momentary revela- 
tion of the Market Place was answer 
enough: Not to hate —to have compassion, 
I clung to that serap of dogma tenaciously; 
sometimes with teeth set and eyes shut, for 
it was not alway tae T remember in par- 
ticular that pig! t Richards came to my dis- 
pensary with his smashed hand. He was a 
am lout who thrashed his wife as regu- 
larly on Saturday night as he got drunk. 
She had come with him now—a slip of a 
woman, half starved, ser Up bleeding and 
her pinched white face oddly s 
poking as though parmanaantiy dist 


ht of her, 
y poor, 
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by tears and blows. “It was that there 
lamp,” she explained pitifully. “*'E would 
throw it at me, I said, ‘It ain't safe, Jim,” 
but when ’e’s like that 'e won't listen. And 
the nasty thing busted in ‘is ‘and ——” 

He sat crouched by my table, sullen and 
heavy like a stupid bulldog. [t was cer- 
tainly an ugly business. The broken glass 
had Riestied the flesh to ribbons and its 
fragments were lodged deep in the wounds. 
I remember looking down at the bullet 
skull with the low receding forehead and 
thinking, “Well, it's your turn now,” with 
a sort of thirsty satisfaction. 

“You'll give 'im a whiff of something 
something to make it easylike, won't you, 
doctor?” 

At the same moment he lifted his eyes 
to mine — round, hazel eyes they were, tor- 
mented and baffled, and I seemed to be 
looking down through them into a jungle 
in which his poor deformed soul wrestled 
with God knew what instincts, what de- 
sires, what blind despair of himself and 
life. I turned to her. Her face pleaded for 
him, 

After all, she was beautiful. In her own 
way she held the truth and could never be 
quite so beaten and broken as he was. 

“Of course,” I said. 

IT went back to Stoneborough as often as 
Icould. My aunt, now that the seeret ob- 
jective of her life had gone, was slipping 
fast into old age, and to my love was added 
a sense of guilt. 1 knew that I had failed 
her. Yet I knew, too, that my coming 
made them happy. It brought back the 
old, suave, dignitied days for us three to sit 
together in the faded drawing-room and 

ossip peacefully and sometimes scan- 
dalous! —about our neighbors. Or I told 
them of my work, and they would pretend 
pay that it was worthy of the last 
itzroy. (Continued on Page 71) 


inued from Page 66 
Of Lisbeth T heart oniy indi The 
‘Sun Juan mine shares had become a mar- 
ketable speculation, At any moment. big 
devclopments might be expected. John 
Smith had sent over for recruits — mining 
‘expertsand, indeed, anyone who was sound 
in wind and limb and wanted to take a shot 
fortune, Our streets had been swept 
clean of our sullen, brooding young me 

Colonel Gay wa a helpless cripple now 
I did not go to see him. I knew that he did 
hot want to see me. 

But at the end of those three years he 
wrote, and on the same evening that 1 re 
ceived his letter John Smith's wife walked 
into my dispensary, 


1 had the letter in my 
hand. It was a terrible letter ~ scarcely 
legible,” Bach sentence might have be 
torn out bleeding from that. vio 
heart, He had forgotten that he huted n 
T was the one man on earth whom he cot 
turn to in his frantie helplessness, I loved 
Lisheth. 

As to John Smith's wife 
letter, t J nodded a ca 
ding. 

He sent 
you and 


KNEW at once, 


“He 


she explained. 
setthe things. 

She wat on the other side of my table, 
under the light, I wish I could describe het 
adequately. Quite obviously she was what 
and would have 


all over 
without 
ieder with her li 
wt was Paula Smith — gebor 
from first to last. And yet I have 
a slinking conviction that if it ever comes 
to a general settlement, Paula won't show 
up so badly compared to the average human 
being who never does anything that mat- 
‘At least she was large and 


principle, 


ty, but which 

seems to me nearer God than many of our 

orderly little virtues, Perhaps it is strange 

that f should write of her so tolerantly, 
what she meant to Lisbeth; but sh 
1y instinetive re 


Tor either pea 


She was be 
tidy fashi 


re was something wan and rather ap- 
ingly tired about her, as though she 
would like to sit still and didn't know how 
was done, The burning hazel eyes that 
met mine seemed to harbor a lurking tear 
and a lurking wink too. 
all, it wasn't her fault 
1 baf turned up before now," she ex- 
not unattractive a 
n in prison yes, three 
Passing bad m matter of 
knew" nozaing it nozaing 
Tut George Ternel, he was a 


“but 1 haf be 


T didn't 
Twas. But from the first 1 
iin't real doubt, More than 
that subconsciously 1 
had always known, [had felt disaster loom 
like a black, shapeless cloud on the horizon, 
waiting to blow up with the first wind, For 
that matter, he made no seeret of the 
wreckage he had left behind him, But he 
ven tow sure that it was wreckage. 
t's some absurd mistake," T said, 
“Natural enough, of course. "There are 
John Smiths like pebbles on the beach.” 
‘She smiled good-humored 
There is only von John Stith, 
She took a paper. from her bay and gave 
it me with what touched me ai a rather 


halve gesture of confidence 

What you call my marriage lines," she 
explained, 

Tstared at the document, seeing nothing 


but a blur of print and clerk 
felt hid to give myself tim 
did't help. me 

truth nal . 
inte life's jr four wind 
would have kill sth 
Voiled up in me that was ax primitive aa 
tiger's lust. Tt was only when T saw he- 
Yond hin to Lisbeth that that Joathly red 
fog about my brain seemed to diwolve. Tt 
sets then be became hte and insignificant 
Thad no more concern with him, enly with 
hers, How to shield her, how to stand be- 
tween her and this horror? My mind 


writing. 
time 


Ie simply’ stripped the 


THE SATURDAY 


seemed to run hither and thither like a 
{rapped animal, seeking un escape 

“Fetter tell me the whole business,” 1 
said roughly. 

‘She shtragged her big shoulders. 

Why should 17 I don't even know who 
you are ‘or what you're doing in. this 
poleres™ 

“Tm a fiend 

“Whose friend? ‘The litle girl he’s gone 

wit 

‘She must have seen something come into 
my face that checked her 

"Well" she. said. sullenly, 
him 1914. What else? 

"Youre not Eph" 

“By marriage 

“Bt before? 
task Tot of questions 
“You'd better answer U 

““T haf got a question t 
intimated yrimly 

hat cone later, We'd better both 

put our eards down, don’t you think?” 

“The idea seemed vo amuse her back into 
a good humor 


retorted. 


‘ask too," she 


Yes, I'm a Hun, Singing 
-se operetia when the war broke 
With a tough lot of German 
and they'd haf deported me all right if J 
Smith hadn't come along. We were friends, 
u understand. When he saw the fix 1 
vas in he said, nd they won't 
touch you," W ‘t usually marry 
peoples, But I-did’that time, And he was 
Fight, There was such a mix-up in those 
days. ‘They lost track of me 
"What did you want staying on in this 
country? 
‘She 
ment 


bstinate young man."* She 
made a shy and sulky gesture. "Weil, 1 
had a pal in the German hospital. 1 was 
finished with him; hut he was dying —and 

promised to see him through, You ean 
shut up about that, It’s not your affair. 
‘And you don't believe it anyhow.” 

“But 1 do,” T said. 


st 
2 Wh 
at that 


you, know 
crazy things. 
Marrying m 

And he me 
n those days 
hhe was poor too! A 
“a haf heen through his 
Aber-—aber doch ein 


do things like 
seem to risk 


eral 
even joined 
‘other wee) 
last, pair of 


man, but even 
e read her face. Its 
qardness was illuminated by an almost 
nbering wonder at him, 
rt contract. For I had seen 
before, transmuted by innocence 
yet poignantly the same. It wa 
he threw a spell over each different 
calling up some image, s 
humanity itl : 
, we had our good time 
Then did you see him last 
“In Brussels. ‘That was in 1916. 
T suppose T looked incredulous, for she 
laughed out with a sudden full-blooded 


‘as though 
sil 


erie Bruxelloise under 
General von Eichen, There'd 
erman victory and we were all as 
drunk as lords except John Smith, He 
was just pretending, singing the Wacht am 
Rhein with the r-rottenest accent 

For un amazing moment the picture 
swept Lisbeth herself out of my mind. 1 
saw him, sitting there, with his mug of 


beer on the round marble table, playing 
with life and death as a conjurer juggles 
with olored balls, And under that 
reckless hilarity” he 8 ce 
alert as a panthy mia 


‘opposite glow in her m 
gerous, splendid comradeship, 
“He was in the secret service for a year,” 


she explained, “and he got them to deport 
me. Easy enough. Twa a German. I 
‘job at one uf the cabarets in Brussels, a 


‘when my pals were tight I'd et things out 
of them and slip them through the lin 
How and why he came to Brussels 1 don't 
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know. He said it wus to see me. But that | 

wasn't true, of course. I didn’t know for 

years after whether he got back, ‘They ar- 

rested me the next morning. 1’ haf been 

stot there and then, but there was 

price he'd et n 
‘you were a spy 


3 ‘on Your Own peo 
pile 

“Oh,” she said scornfully, “I'd haf done 
worse than that for him, I'did too, ‘That 
general well, I knew there were swine on 
this earth, but not that sort.” 

What she said seemed to alter her very 
appearance. Her wanness became a mask, 
covering unspeakable knowledge. I saw, 
too, for the first time how shabby she was. 

i had blinded me with her largeness a 
kind of personal gorgeousness but she was 
really down and out, a wreck 
by sheer lust of living. 
my thoughts 

You'd think it'd be an 


onomy and | 
rest nh aid ith awry Cet oft ul 
ag 0 But 

What do you want?” Tasked. | 

“ Money,’ d as briefly. | 
ou went to Colonel Gay” 


thing, poor devil! 

hhe sent you to me.” 
Bean Macey aninded cir aoe: 
idmitted with a touch of her old 
cism. This was business now 


you if you hadn't a reason, too, 
quiet,” she added. 

lackrnail.” 

“Of course. 

And useless. A thing like this can’t be 

quiet, Tl come out sooner or late 

t! re terrible it will be.” 


who believes Ww 
‘every right to believe —that she is his 
She looked at me keenly 
“It won't come out if { hold my tongue 
and go away. 
‘ou won't go away. You'll go back to 


him, 
‘We both stood up. She had 
denly very pale, and I was 
‘on the erest of an absolute conv 
You'd go back to him t 


rown sud- 
ed forward. 


“at, watching each other, 
orbed in each other for a full minute 
in with w laugh she drew her wretched, 
h-eaten furs closer about her shoulder 
Jl suppeee th J suppose that's 
why I wante 


stairs to 
ing about 


‘down yet, indomitable 
r drew that made me 
ile with pity. She was brave, 
and faithful, too, in hee own w 


nr open, It was raining, and 
the wretched street was brushed 
backwards and forwards by a cold, fitful 
wind, as though an invisib 

hoat were trying to sweep the place clean 


dirty, 


You've come a long way for nothing,” 
I said. “I wish you'd let me help you. 
T saw lamplight. For a 
fleeting second they were the eyes of a sud 
nd then they were again, 
“Thanks. It’s good of you. But for a 
fear oF {49 longer ean manage som 
how. Go 


t with her 
furs flying 
last of a gallant an 

broken army. | 


Colonel Gay tad pleaded with me. 1 
think he had been so long and deeply co 
cerned with himself that other men were 
Unknown quantities to him. He thought he 
hud to plead, And he didn’t understand 
Lisbeth 
Marry ber, Fitzroy. Brin 
God's sake, and marry her.” 
‘Aunt Geraldine and Miss Cornelius were | 
wiser. ‘They were the only two who knew | 
Continued on Page 73 | 
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—because pure sunlight con- 
tains all the colors in exist- 
ence. In passing through rain 
drops, as through prisms, the 
sun’s rays are dispersed into 
the rainbow colors. There is 
no color at all in 


Mineral Oil 


RUSSIAN TYPE 


and it containsall the elements 
necessary for thorough and 
complete intestinal lubrication, 


This sthe heaviest 
medicinal petro 
Jeum oil that flows 
cout of a well, Teas 
regarded as even 
better than the 
finest oil formerly 
imported from 
Russua 

Puretest’ Mineral 
Oil is purely me- 
chanical in action 
andistherefore free 
from the objection- 
able 
many catharties. 
Ir is also tasteless 
oxlorless, and easy 
to take 


features of 


One of 200 
health and 
that 
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Every tem the best 


mene 
skill and conscience can produce 


SOLD AT 10,000 


exo lL 


Drug Stores 
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why I had suddenly thrown my work over 
board. ‘They saw as 1 saw 
tas Lisbeth would it was at 


onjectur 
jed nowhere, It was of no use to pre 
future whieh we 
build up out of our incalculable and va 
temperaments. What we 
another was unknown, but i 
its inevitability it was alread; 
One thing 1 did know she woul 
¥ me, She would see no reason in 


I sits sand 


so largely in her father's v 
touch her. "Ni 


‘Well, she didn't and never had —n 


he only way that could have saved us bot 
is of that 
emained a very straightforward 
to keep my mind from. useless 
n. It there was anything 
warning T shouldn't get to San 
at all. Tt i tty hard 


n Englishman to re 
traveled from t 
eran and all that 
isfor, Hut Pknew en 
himself, to 


ver security I want enjoy. It 
ood for authority in this place ¢ 
mean me to travel by that train tome 
I shouldn't travel, And if | made 1 
ibjectionable they were as likely to 
me as to shut me up; and that tele 
nessage to the British consul, so hu 
usly prescribed by Captain ( 

avail me just nothing at all. A 
Twas going to San Juan 


Finney flung out head first, followed 
lemented riffrafl 


he baron came last, He wa 
drunk, but after 


gone.” He 
van of such a 


At any rate, 1 waylaid him 
Is it true,” Lushed, “that th 
b T heard ¢ 


untry? Al si 
There's a 

T could walk it 

Por Dios! You Engl 
4 Cortai W 
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No one’s after me. I'm racing some 
Who? The devil? 

I took a chance 
Aw 

I saw his face alter, I had touched th 


adventurer in him —the seeker after chan 
and strange 


fairy hapt was 
‘of romance 
re and almost lofty in mar 


J upon in some chival 


he heeame gr 


ner, like a knight ¢ 
rous quest 


hai case-—of course.” His brown, 
y ered with a_ sudden 
You'll haf to trayel fast, friend, 
Well, what am I to do? 

That flattered hit: 

You've got a revolver, eh? 
Yes. 

Can you use it?” 


n, will you? You can't 


in this place. I saw yc 


Very. well 


anyone you if 


So ist recht," Hle tucked his big arm in 
mine," Now pretend to be ax drunk as I 
king back on that scene, Lean laugh 

now. 1 even then that ‘we made 


excruciatingly funny if alarming spectacle 
down that empty street with 
the 
gaping blackly at us 
about his Liebchen 
Jiente, and took 
his f 
ving h 


artled mule, and from a heap of straw 

jut a human form whose terrified 

hattering was stopped with « quick hand 

to the throat, We three could 

ne another. ‘The high adobe walls xmoth 

ered us with shadow. But now and then 
ime maverent brought the 

and the little white weap 

light. ‘Th mn spoke in Spanish, ray 

and qui The mulatero did not so much 
answer ay the pri 


You'll haf to travel light,” t 
aid softly, “No luggage. You 
for that —if you need it. You'll nos 
pueblo or two. ‘They won't catch you — not 
get there, It’s only a mile track. 
this fellow i f you with your 
his ribs. The natives are all right 
fe too stupid to matter, But if you 


permesso, and it's no use 

you haf 

T wanted to protest that T had my pass 
British subject. 


You haf the devi 
Ju, friend. 
i don't mind that so long as I get 


Don't let the sun catch you. Rest 
hrough the midday 


Thank 
His hig b mine. A 
Tf there is ay be tw 
Give the prettiest my love 
1 rode ut into the em noonlight 
rect. My mulatero walked ut my knee 
hm revolver. pressed. soft 
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BYERS PIPE 


GENUINE-WROUGHT.IRON 


f jo A idea i 
iil LL Dias 


vie Forty-Nine 
Years’ Service 


N most cities y them —old buildings 
of curiously mixed architecture, exteriors 
with cast iron columns, a character- 
dings erected in the "Sev- 
Eighties. 


enties and early 


At least one concrete lesson these buildings 
have taught the builders of today: the su- 
perior lasting quality of the old wrought iron 
pipe used in their plumbing and heating 
systems. 

‘TheGerman Fire Insurance Building, of Buf- 
falo, N. Y., erected 1875, is a typical example. 
apsno part of its mechanical equipm 

as retained its full usefulness so long and 
with so little attention as the network of 
pipes —all Byers. A few lengths of basement 
pipes make up the total of repairs recorded 
in nearly half a century 


Byers, alone 
have continu 


ng pipe manufacturers, 
to make the same quality of 
pipe since Civil War days, never deviating 
from the high standard of excellence set up 
long before modern cheapening processes 
And with each passing year 
the superior lasting quality of Byers pipe 
stands out in bolder relief 


A.M. BYERS COMPANY 
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day in and day out, 
year after year 
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woinen who have learned 
that a good cedar chest will 
keep the dainty lingerie and 
outer apparel worn from day 
to day so fragrantly fresh 
and clean, And the LANE 
is the logical choice, Tt is 
built to withstand the wear 
and tear of generations. Its 
finely doverailed and inter 
Jocked construction insures 


absolute protection from 
moths, dust and dampness. 
Its artistry of design ani 
finish and an ever-glowing 
beauty make it as_ finely 
decorative as any piece of 
furniture you can obtain for 
your bedroom. 

the LANE an « window 


Icasingg losnge at. thy 
the beds Great varie 
and period designs. 1 
dar ve with walyut an: 

nish. Sizes fr every 


Mecanse no ather chest has such 
unusual features make sure tl 

‘ome you buy hay LANE. burned 
inside the hil. Write tous for 
furniture or department store 


THE LANE COMPANY, Ine 
Avravista, Vinstnia 
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voice brought a kind of aching beauty and 
‘sadness into the night: 
“Wie biat du meine Konigin —" 
So we turned eastward, towards the 
mountains, 


HERE ure experiences whieh seem to be 

divided from the rest of one's life as if 

fa magie frontier, They may last 

pment, oF they may cover a long period 
‘Their reality iy much deeper than that of 

vyday events, and yet the final impres- 
sion is as of a dream, 

T know the ride to San Juan was like that 
to me. Other things are forgotten or wear 
thin and colorless with much remembering: 
but whenever L turn back to those two 
nights and days itis with a sudden catch at 
the heart. Tam plunged deep again into a 

4 of enchantment, half evil, half beauti- 
ful, but evil and beautiful ‘beyond any 
words that I ean find. 

In part it may have been the sheer lone- 
liness, And then again it may be that Miss 
Corns was right, and that some, people 
are born young and stay young all their 
| lives, and that at heart I was still the absurd 
boy, dreaming of dragons under Old Stone- 
borough's shadow. At times, lulled by 
weariness and silence, I fell into a kind of 
drowse, and it seemed to me that I was ad- 
venturing through a bewitehed country up 
to the heights where my poor princess was 
held spellbound by her false happiness. 
‘Then some sound would startle me and 1 
saw the ugly thing as it was, and myself, 
too, as a man damned to bring her fairy> 
tale castle down in ruins. 

For the first hours our path cut through 
the jungle. It was like passage hewed out 


gree 

my face with their clammy, unimaginable 

‘They swung hither and thither 

‘chaos of growth that he¢ 
in—-that in its lawless energy threatened to 
oe down upon us, suffocating us. The 
heat lulled one’s senses, 

the fierce cries that would t y 

through those other hushed and furtive 

sounds seemed far off and unreal, like the 
clamor of a nightmare, 

Thave spoken of the loneliness. T mean 
that all this life was inimical and alien. If 
Thad room for fear 1 should have been 
afraid of those invisible things that fol: 
lowed and that watched me pass with their 
lightless eyes. A” sudd blazing 
through a gap in the dense 
overhead was like a signal fre 
world a lost world to which I belonged 

id L remember the answering flash in my 
own heart, ler solitude 
followed 

1 of my 
T had not even heard his: voice 

hast among ghosts. 

d been right. ‘There was some- 
thing obscene and beastly about the place 

ly its beastliness had a kind of horrific 

Te wasn't the beastinews of men 
Tt was’ ax though the nent of 
growth had been set loose to spill itself in a 
senseless, will-less debauch 

We climbed steadily. I could feel the 
lift of the n nal now and then 
ust w under the groping 
hoofs and slide down into some distant 
abyss of silence. 

Then at last we were through, We had 
broken into clean space-—stumbled upon 
the edge of the world. ‘The moon had 
ished. Dawn waited somewhere below the 
horizon hill and deathly sus 

Behind 


panion. 


lay the j 
ere 
wered in the distane 
ve emptin 
incaleulabl 


ule like. the tangled 

cdc wa whone ar hie ie 
timy feet L felt 

ofa ravine, and bey 


‘They seemed to 
morning, as for a signal. 
so suddenly that the e 
violent clash of sound—as though 
sible god had beaten upon a gong 
and the whole universe had blazed into li 
My guide turned to me. ‘The dark features, 
ig at heaven knew what tt 
ng of tyranny: dom, were 
knew that 
on stronger 
than his fear of me, stronger even than na 
tive resignation. 
“Agua,” 


then, pointing 
farther south, * 
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remember stopping my mule short and 
dismounting and standing at. the edge of 
the ravine as though to come closer to those 
twos they were the secre ofthis terri 
world, 

‘Amidst the towering masses of the Cor- 
dilleras, now changing from gray to ame- 
thyst, they remained blacks, permanent 
hight” shadows. Other ‘peaks  quivered, 
‘caught fire and glowed pally.” Their om: 
inous crests remained Cold nd still and 
inscrutable. Yet the neighboring moun- 
tains were dead and ‘they lived. The 
seemed to hide within themselves a con 
claus, malevolent purpose. 

‘Their heights were insignificant, but it 
was they that had torn the country aeross 
id acon divemboweling the earth na 
witchlike fury that only slept. ‘They stood 
alone, facing each other, ide yikes of 
hidden chasm and valley. And’ yet one 
iinew that far beneath the surface, in th 
molten darkness, they communed together, 
From the twin horns of Fuego two thin and 
ghostly streams of smoke curled up into the. 
{hulet air. The cone-shaped, blunted Agua 
fave no sign 

“Muy. malo, 
uy malo, 
without hope 
standing. 

Tturned tolook at him, He'and his litle 
rule stood close together, ‘There was asort 

pathetic. likeness. between. them anid 
ome relation, too, between them both and 
these sinister shadows. "They were victims, 
anyway starved, ill treated, utterly re- 
signed. They. lived —they didn't, know 
why -andoneday they would be destroyed 
According to the baron, one of them would 
be shot promptly for this night's work. 
Perhaps we should be shot ‘together, for 
that matter, which seemed unnecessary. I 
slipped my revolver out of sight and instead 

ection of ty peso an 
thin, bewildered hand. 

“You go buck,” I said, “and give that 
animal and yourself a squire meal Til get 
to San Juai faster without you both. “If 
I don’t I deserve all the trouble that’s com- 


* my guide murmured; 
And erossed himself, but 
probably without under- 


T pointed 
at last he 


Jy against his naked breast 
T said in my best Spanish. 
In the shadow of a flowering tree he 
looked back at me wistfully and I waved 
and laughed, thinking of the baron and of 
all the baron would have said. 

My mulatero and his mule took to the 
heels, seampering for safety to the jung! 


ER home lay in the heart of a grove of 
palm trees. It was white and square 
hhuilt, Spanish fashion, with slits of win- 
pove the height 


of a man’s head. 
On the west, where the trees had been 
cleared, was the stone paved 
d cool, which patio, And 
what had at first seemed like a prison be 
came a casket full of colored jewels. For 
there were orange trees with their fruit 
hanging like little golden lamps, and strange 
gorgeous flowers, and even English roses 
A fountain played into a stone basin, and 
in the midst of the sheaf of softly falling 
water there stood a little grotesque gold 
figure, a native god perhaps, for in spite of 
its unvouth ugliness it had a sort of primi- 
tive dignity, and I knew instinetively that 
it was molded in pure metal. 
The house was built o 
jutting out from the face 
‘On the east x precipice shet 
nstant winds and on the west it look 
across # deep, narrow valley towards Agua. 
There were two broad, well-graded roads, 
twisting downwards and losing. itselt 
nk green of a coffee plantation, 


‘a great ledge 
of a mountain. 


in the 


op of the ridge 
a mule track, 
4 seen the place suddent 
nit from an open tu 
It was near the end of my second day and 
ight-headed with hunger 
ich of fever, At the one wretched 
yhich T had passed a few oranges 
’h tortillas had been all the food 1 
able to buy from the gaunt-ribbed 
natives, The nights had been cold and I had 
nothing but. the light tropical clothes in 
which [had left the Arizona, But thesun’s 


and at 
pueblo 
and 

hhad b 
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ttinsidle my brain and 
Thad disregarded the baron's 
isdom and traveled steadily and stupidly 
faa, for purmult had never really threat: 
friend Anderson, who was a 
Retical person, would calmly order my 
rest at San Juan —if I ever got there. But 
‘the habit of pushing on had got into my 
system, To rest meant to think —to re 
ine, and Fdidn’t want to do either. It was 
all too useless, 

‘So that when [ saw that white, shining 
we of Lisbeth’s I didn’t believe in it. It 
ht have been an unsubstantial cloud 
which my fond fancy had molded into this 
shape. It seemed airy and unreal enough. 
For that matter, I didn’t seem very re 
myself. The little native soldier who 
just gone seudding down the mountainside 
like a scared rabbit was already a confused 
memory. I didn't believe either in the 
uniformed, very much armed gentleman 
with his bodyguard of two who met me as 
T came down onto the plateau. I’m afraid 
1 treated him flippantly, 1 was afraid of 
taking him too seriously 

“You're the fellow who bolted from San 
Roberto without a permesso,” he informed 
me in pleasant English. “I've had orders 
to arrest you.” 

“Tknew you had," Isaid, “But I didn’t 
bolt. “shouldn't think any mule in these 
parts knew what the word means.” 

“Wher e animal? And T suppose 
you had a mulatero along with you--w' 
have you done with them? 


bra 


Tre amiled unwillingly 


“Well, and there was a sentry posted on 
the road. Did you shoot him too? 
“No; disarmed him. His rile is some- 


where in the bushes. 
heis, i 
saw hi 
“Well, he can run as fast as he likes 
we'll eateh him.” 
1 said, “that you'll treat him 
e, and though 


Tdon't know where 
was running fust the last time 1 


Thave only one arm an 
Tam very’ strong. He hadn't a chan 
; nore than one chanee in 
retorted, 


On 
h of fever 
iiteult to concentrate. fo 
y mind wandering. I felt sure I had st 
this man before, No, not him, perhaps, 
but his brother. 


You know, i didn’t serve in the Guards 
myself,” [ said; “Lut I fancy you did. 

“Oxford? sked. 

Balliol.” 

“Well,” he said, “I always said we 
turned out the best sportsmen. ‘That, was 


stiff trek you made, When I had a phone 
message just now that your mulatero had 
come back I left you to the coyotes. You 
must 


“Under the circumstances, I shall send 
you back by the nex ‘and tell Ander 


Son to go gently with you for old time's 
sake 


Of course 
prder." 
very drastic one 


T ought to shoot you. 


for a 


peaceful country, ‘The 
train goes down in an hour.” 
was clear-headed enough now 
You think me mad as a batter,” suid; 
“but I'm not so mad as all that. I've come 
here for a good reason. And first of all, I've 
got to see this general of yours —this John 


Smith.” 

He's not here; and when he does come 
he won't be bothered.” 

“Ob, yes, he willl He knows me." 

“Well, he's not he 

“Then his wife 
1 thought the withered, lined young face 
changed" became suddenly 

You see," I suid, “I'm her oldest friend, 
and I've come from her futher, who is dy 
ing her. It's 

ed me up and down, 

think I've brought her a beach 
"hesaid. “But I'll risk it, Whi 


.” he commenti 
we went together through t 

lowy porchway, past two sentries, who 
kept guard as over great treasure, into that 


Lisbeth—and I at my 


(ro 8 
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to the winds with my gather 
t. Rut life is at once 

tramatic [a 
hange 


a swarthy face 


As for me, I 
aste the part [ 
id met John 


Smith forthwith, faced him out in an imm 
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(Continued from Page 28) 
the cool white-painted dining room, and afterwards sat out 
in the patio and drank coffee and chatted. It was all very 
English, and pleasant und casual. 1 might have come for 
week-end visit. 

‘There was 4 fourth presence with tis, I, at leant, was not 
unconscious of him for a moment. And ance Decies spoke 
cof him once only, but in an abrupt, impatient way, as 
though hisreal preoccupation had waddenly broken through, 

“The general must be on his way back," he said. “We 
shall know tomorrow ——" 

Know what? ‘That this fine hero of theirs was only a 
common blackguard? Or what elve? There was some other 
crisis, T had felt ite approach at San Roberto, Here it was 
near its head. The native servants knew of it, ‘The knowl 
edie wins in their dark facen as they watehed us, As for 
secmed to me the thing riding up to us through the 

strange rider, with the inscrutable visionary eyes, 


general in this country? Even the Eng- 
lish manager of xn Eniclish sgold-mining, company?” 
Decivs narrowed his eyes nt me. 
“There are no Englishmen here: only adventurers. And 
your previous shareholders can thank their stars that their 
ntutive rune the only army that matters in thene 


He clowed the subject firmly. We went back to my own 
affairs, nd | tied —not succensfully, perhaps, for Decies 
had the air of 8 man whose ears have been attuned to lies 
too long to be easily deceived, but with an astounding 
tlueney. Por that matter, I felt like someone in « dream 
i which everything i# pomsible and natural. I told them 
how 1 had grown rentlens with the ordered Soenement of 
English life and had thrown ‘ing overboard to 
travel. And Deciew had nodded, in his pera d tty well-bred 
coupting my explanations at their face value. 
That's why we're all here," he said. “England was, is, 
probably always will be the center of the wi id. But 
‘vebwen in thevortex taplang. Weean'tatick thenafety.” 
Provently he lelt as, and Lisbeth and 1 sat alone and 
allent, watehing’ a moonbeam mave like a slow searehlight 
vrs to tries and fountains to the closed doors of 
It climbed the walls at last and loft us in a pale 
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darkness, But I saw Liseth vividly—was sharply aware 
that the very pase of her upright body was a gesture of re~ 
serve, Her eyes had never once met mine. 

Now that we were alone, it seemed that we had nothing 
to say to cach other, ‘The news—the common memories 
that should have flowed easily between friends so strangely 
met choked at their source. But, indeed, friendship had 
gone. We had become antagonistic, obscurely on guard, 
T with my wretched knowledge that made me feel like an 
assassin waiting for my moment. 

Tt had not come. ‘That much was clear to me. She must 
think what she must of me; my reckoning had to be with 
the man himself. 

‘Well, I have to tell things asthey were; and I recogniized 
even then with a sort of consternation a subtle, dangerous 
change in my own temper. I had come within his ephere 
again, His influence seemed to breathe out of the very 
walls that surrounded us, {t made me doubt—not myself, 
not even the unhappy derelict Paula, beating her pitiful 
disastrous way to this storm center, mach less the truth of 
her story, but rather the very foundations on which we 
build our conduct, our judgments, 

It was Lisbeth herself —this house—this garden—set in 
the midst of chgos—something royal —vast, big-gestured. 


Thave to throw out words as they come to me to explain 


podagol gre arta 


tion that had ever tried to express ots ap ein gone eed 
fasta, the greet esarald ehintay dark iy on Lisbth's herd, 
should ache Ma yee arsine And yet 


‘there ties at least something of the truth, 


“T'l give her a kingdom yet!” Fitzroy had said. “She 
‘shall have all the jewels that men ever sweated and died to 
bring out of the earth.”” 


body. Contempt of him at least became ridiculous, 

And Lisbeth? [had said good-by toa child. She moved 
and spoke likea woman on whom a mantle of responsibility 
and even power had fallen, If the charm of innocence had 
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gone, she had grown, had widened, deepened. I did not 
know her any more. She had beeome unfathomable. 
Happy or unhappy? I had no clew. 

T knew that she was not afraid of me. Lisbeth had never 
been afraid. But she mistrusted me. Her instinct for trath 
and fineness had been warned. What, after all, had I come 
for, I, who had said in effect, “Next time we meet you will 
have to remember that I love you.” 

I broke our silence. 

“You're sorry I've come, Lisbeth.’ 

‘She turned her head. For the first time she looked full 
at me, challenging me with her own honesty. 

“That makes me seem very ungracious, doesn't it? No, 
I'm not sorry —only anxious and puzzled.” You've come at 
‘dangerous time, And then—L don't understand why you 
should have come in this way —without telling It’snot 
ike you to do things—rash, headlong things — 

“No, I'm « cautious fellow.” But not so cautious, I 
thought wryly, but that I had set my whole love on one 
‘woman forevermore, “Still, even cautious fellows travel; 
and if they happen to be in the neighborhood of friends 
‘they eal.” 

She smiled faintly, rather sadly, as though she knew 
that I was only playing with her. 
jis isn't Europe, Euan. Only people who are des- 
perate about something —or for something —come here, 
And you did risk your life, You might have lost yourself 
in those mountains. Or they might have shot you. Things 
ate like that here, Life isn’t important.” 

“An ideal country, Lisbeth.” 

It slipped out. It shows our strange, sad relationship in 
these days, that I, who would have died tosave her, should 
have struck out instinctively, like a fencer who sees an 
opening and delivers lis thrust, almost without thought. 
Isaw her draw herself up. Then she laughed, but proudly, 
keeping me at bay. 

“You don't forget, Euan.” 

"No," admitted ruefully. 

She said after a moment, “It’s a country for people who 
‘are not afraid, You mustn't know what fear is. No one is 
ever safe. Even the ground under your fevt ean fail y' 
She turned her head a little and 1 fancied that the ghostly 

(Continued on Page 123) 
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(Continued from Page 123) against him perhaps at the unheard 
mountain had been sticed flat with a great spectacle of an Englishman joking at 
knife and laid out fanwise in streets of We walked on together 
wooden huts, converging upon a squar Not that there's much to see," he adeledd 
At first sight 1 thought involuntarily ily call it a mine at all. You 
the San Juan mine, ‘Th nd we nes cots ibs you go along. Th 
melancholy and deeply thrilling rose to me is stulfed with, the 
on the wind —a bugle Thanksgiving turkey is stuffed with 
compatiy of suldiers vame round the chestiute, Fart is, the river une to run 


The Bendix ‘Drive 
The Mechanical Hand” that Ganks Your Car. 


lw marched well, like veterans, there until ourliT’old friend Agua did aside 
and it dito methat as they passed me, spring and sort of rearranged things 
lifting thesdust to little whirling columns There's stratum upon stratum of thestufl 

under their feet, [recognised them —just when we eboote to it 

as | had recognized Decies not their fea~ He led me out on a platform of rock 
tures, but i » A familiar From thence the whole prospect changed 
spirit that looked out of the hard eyes and A moment before we bad been the only 


measure] me, though without astonishment living creatures in a wilderness, Now we 
or curiosity, oked straight down from a giddy beigh' 
‘The baron brought up the rear, He into the heart of what might haye been a 
‘d, and after a toment ran tack, He grim caricature of a modern industrial 
Jaund sober and a nwt unimpos- slum, ‘The hutments, knotted together by 
igure in his uniform, his sword tucked a curve of a gray, furiously rushing tive 
Fone arm, his epi at asmart militury were bisected by Hurtow streets in Whi 


angle. He did not strike me as the lees dark es moved hither and 

Villainious-looking, thither f groups. There were 
"L heard you arrived,” he suid, shaking even chimneys, throwing up thick strei 

hands wa “A recruit, too, I seem _ofsmoke in grotesque yet sinister imitati 


ilicier.” of thn distant Puega. 1b may have be 


Borrowed plu L retorted, my in vn TP know that at a 
laughin (wind Pedrow back as funn th 
Well, we ran’t vil-smelling ealdron 


Caught in a Jam— 
no “hand cranking” now! 


little Frivnd Birney “Three year’ work.” my guile mur 
to the ranks alr mured contentedly, "Oh, sure, it's not 
carry agua chentleman, Ax pretty. The troulile with thew native 


for the us rere T,who wax dee of beggars is to keep ‘om when you get ‘em. 

my squads unite! Llorget you area ‘That's why we've got to erowi “em all ur 

clur—uvidicn wrrieig, A fine profession der one hat as yous, Laft to themeetves, 
Tam glad to think L shall haf an Eng: - 

1 to tie nue up, These half-caste di to the various features 

not hing. interest. The works werw primitive. Ax 


1 narrow street! Your engine dies! Truck 
hurchaloug—cars skim hy, A dreaded situation 


bw: fighting then?” he « 1, machinery way out of the z 
thank God!" He glanced question with the railway three hours by inthe old “hand-crauking” days. Remember? 
after hix men, who re-formed ont the square mule over the mountains, But there was is ra 


au Havienda. "Tt bro} 
night in the city. We may Ie in 


out bist native labwr plenty: of ity and eheap, He 
grinned. And it woukl wark, too, proovieh 


ghting forwhiom —forwhat yout knew how to tiandle it.” In ane pha The electric starter supplanted “hand- 
Tite les so caerswnpisaad”’ See Rneetal ees tee Maas tea | cranking” with a safe, easy, convenient 
ita the thick ol oathia smerenidid, east bind hease tate proctes gad pert method of starting that serves millions 
wanaidiger Keri oith gorsenne ak gall. of ioe ounperioes, Ber tel oon aa te of motorists many times aday. Andin 
mine fn ane pocke leider inthe cident, Plenty more where they came this great service to motorists the Ben- 
Saecie We si cual naa a. ih dha he Wel ee dence toa Gals dix Drive has a very important part. 
leader. 1 4m enntent to follow.” and as: though to confirm bis statement a ‘ 
He shook hands, went on a few steps, gang assed us on thelr way down The Bendix Drive is a “mechanical 
‘etaoitcha ecient be eee te mrinah Bian tes aad atl arm and hand”, for which your start 


the “muscle”. 


responsive face he per- were roped together. “They looked like a ing motor suppli 


od herd of pitiful, haif-starved cattle, terrified 


At my grim, 
formed a panton 


[ree gt eter Sa chard ie, OR a ores The Bendix Drive is attached to the 
w"L wont on olatinately.. I fetta thread Jakes explained. A bit sea armature shaft of your electric start 
had been given me and Thad only to fal they ‘Il settle down, ing motor where it functions auto. 


Where iid forked | turned away fro ing in th 
the en valleywards, The cu 


at and the track x 


matically as the connecting link be- 
tween your starting motor and engine. 


The Bendix Drive automatically takes 
hold of your fly wheel—turns your en 
gine over—starts it—then automati 
cally “lets go", and waits until you 


n, strangely, hi sere, 
id a sinister up 1 satiofaction. and herame 
rth that wore like waves mast boyishly embarrased. He was k 
ve! into immobility. From the y “and involuntarily 1 ture 
tain had had a certalr ck had followed on the 
Cy, like the molded shapes of some heels of that sad procession. She. hi 
ef map. But now that 1 was reined up a few yards from us, but in i 
hem they became monstrous per- moment I was beside her, hat in hand, [n 


Won horse 


pg en i pam tthecagpmet eaete te gery A ee 
4 urious, till I felt like a lonely, di too, nd felt like ab acted likea bay, need it again. 

Tiel to lone el erash os hetween that. sanse, Whenever stel vherever iacoven oat The vast need filled by the Bendix Drive, and its de 
Tangs of stone and rock, know that the my heurt has ceased to heat. for pendable performance, are evidenced by the fact that 
ound of an angry human vaire hallooing was followed by a chill, incre it is standard equipment on the electric starters of 

tein aguas an aa mene Plates Ralel, Beas tn etnies wt ne large majority of the world’s automobiles and trucks, 


me from aside path, scattering loose stones Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes an ex: | 
in a little avalanche before him. He was traordinary frozen blue, She was angry as 
Wwanand lank and angular, with aface made 1 had never seen, her angry 


More than 4,000 dealers and garages supply 
Bendix Drive. Look 


up of straight lines and narrowed gray "IL hunted everywhere for you. You 
eyes. [knew that an explanation on my shouldn't have come like this you bad 1 
side had better be quick and to the point. right hold have waited 

But before [ spoke his mouth relaxed into "Her Boire lashed me with reproach 


ge, frightening little seene 
4. Lisbeth, so composed, so sel: 
“You're the English me lord who arrived was out uf hand — beside herself 
last night on a little walking tour. Gosh, without restraint and in that outburst be 
early shot you!” Frayed the truth, Hn distrust 
f you knew how often I she felt nism, She 
shot within thelast thr hated 1 injustice 
vou wouldn't mention such a trifle of (tall, flooding like iey water aver my hat 
He twinkled grusgingly. art, drove me to answer with to less bit 
you st teresa, though under a guise of ironical 
Tisn’t a mode 
self, but I take olf my hat. Come da 
wee the works’? I'm overseer here, 
II me. What's 


f satirical grit: of under 
ess [know whe you 


pedestr 


Um sorry. 1 wouldn't have worried 
ecount for the world. Hut if 
ste to their own devices 


ManufaStores By 


eer ene ne an, ieee | Eeiese Maciiss Co., Exatita, N.Y. 
every time you speak. ‘To all my intended “You. are searce Gian shwons theta, Las 


executioners I'm plain Fitz n't. know why 
At that he laughed, though I think he 


was slightly hurt mt having the joke turned "Lisbeth!" 
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She was white 


Her eyebrows tliekered. 
now to the lips. But she had gone too far. 
And at last she had remembwred the third 


presence. She poke with a frigid, un- 
natural restraint 
"1m sorey if Toegleeted you. But I had 


You. don't understand 


had serious news. 
You should have 


the conditions here, 
waited.” 

‘The overseer, puzzled and jropitiajory, 
ame nearer, atroking her horse's nee 
Sribaers test vee iar ed ard sat un 
fan offense to hin creed, and bis deferenoe te 
Lisbeth was the more to 

eck minwerity 


whora, He'll 
thrangh more than # erid of 
dirty Dagos to de him in 
“1 know,” she said, bead up. 
added, “1 guess a 
rumpln' ix about’ due, "Even" the general 
"P Veety boyn lik, ore baying neigh 
more tater, 
‘he tia, avin down ate and 1 
could ant but know that she meant me to 
feel the nvre haw utterly had en rust 
otale hey Kindneas, She turned hee horse 
Shvnit and Iovate ot hee stirrup tn alien, 
Sho way looking straight ahead, and in th 
Hood of searchitye, merciless wantight Taw 
iy thant could have done before 
yee yearn hel wrocaht ft 
tide ‘af Ineaplcable anger had 
lig her white aye atl ad wit 
aut tinge T knew that sarrew at her 
ws hut tamed Wee. power ef 
thi bat her val self. Andahe 
‘True, hers wan the fair skin 
her expression was 
y grave 
th af youth 
Is time by: 


a 


The 


sexnaiogt 
wats ton 
that linex 


ow four knowkedl at tny 
That instant ny rewntinent 


Lyuw that hee 


Lam xo 


» forgive 
us Che mat 


lkrvow what 


Td try 
Resides, 


is maint, Nice 
aud new, 
add not really unexpected 
Jaat night when Che trai 
A revolution ow 
vale happen 
Te rnust bave beon a trap, 
coming. 


soon, 
ltionaries knew he wi 
ee the president. 


Tho rev 


else to be afrat 
His name wae 


honeod. Twas comforted that at least she 
soul am though DE were her friend ayn, 
{Ba you know what haw happened? 1 


“Only that there was fighting in the 
trots last night. The wires have heen eut 
fut a native runner got through this morn 


caught hire 
hey. mustn't 


vs (Ux always 
Whe loaorn are sh 


quickly, 
But th 


a Hone to dont ou pul 
are vege to det! ot publicly. 

Knew. There were even 
of, his tidy afterwarda, 


1 wish 
dlon’t believe in 
‘this or Stane- 


Ny real 


Quetzelango! Tt 
non what premew like that means. 
“1 know why iC is, Perhaps there's 
ity heen too much suf- 
thuch suffering unfits 
more ambition here th 


w world, But tha 
When a man gots power he goes to pieces, 
and there ala noe ready (0 tear 
daw 
ie wes « Marreno, 
who was vor worwe than the rest, 
Nad beer year. But 
lately inister, Pedro 


1 fomenting trouble and 
er the Nicaraguan border 
lnawters at Tis heels 


THE SATURDAY 


“No one knows how it can end," she 
said 

“ Not even General John Smith? Doesn't 
he hold the balance?” And then as she 


looked down at me with a faintly frowning 


Interrogation J went on quickly: °F sp 
yome T have seen more than 1 ought, Lis- 
eth. But what I've seen, I've seen.” And 


this isn't a mining eamp ‘or w colle 
Thin ig, aan wemy headquarters 


" Marmnn'y," she returned firmly, “It's 
true, my, husband recruited it, and organ 
ined it. ‘There wasn't any other way if 
there was to be order and peace, He knew 
there would be wstruggle; he even wanted 
is, Because when the hot-beads have iwen 
Jit down the people wil wee that the time 
for these old methods is over. Everything 
will be different 

T was not conscious of aniy change of ex 
prewion of, indeed, of any eleiur though 
and. yet in & moment her voice had grown 
cole again 

“There has been pews in Quetzelange 
for three yeurs, Euan. Stonehorough, mest 
of all, should Be grateful." 

Tdid not answer. If our friendships hack 
kone, there: was still some pitiful remnant 
nf usdertaridingoft between un that made 
iretense worse Chan useless. She knew 

hat would Stonehornugh, people like 
Miss Cornelius, have: thought of thew 
tragic hodies whieh could be had cheap, of 
the whip that { had seen hanging from the 

erseer's belt? ugh Hower 
its muneybags, like the rest. But there 

mits. Aud Lisbeth herself’? Her, 
vy i 


Tse 


isi chee cares pec 
had prospered mightily: 
oni # weap 

‘Mereiliss an 


the terns nb 
would 


astute: 


pir emchore tn hae 

Lisbeth turned to hack over the 
mountains. Evening tid descended swiftly 
and the fires had heen withdrawn, The 
great outstanding peaks hid bes 
and dead, She pointed, 

The city iso there, only a few miles 
away, almost at the foot of Agua, The 
Spaniards buitt it three times, exch time n 
little sree ies and rape time it was de- 
wiroyed. ‘The ‘Quetzolangans are very 
trod of lt wove. ‘hey. sulle the Parks of 
Central Anieriea. And Agua is extinet, 
tThert's even m ine tn thw crater, Bet Che 
natives believe it ix alive still, ‘Th 

hear it at night, muttering deep down, 
t the wats 
it she was only talking to bide the 
Thoughts that stood between ts, 

We dined together in ehill dignity, De- 
cies bad gone— presumably to the rescue 
und yet we were not alone. The silently 
moving servants, the relentless succession of 
foods and wines, whieh to us beth was a 
form mt to be lived through somehow. 
were expressions of that third und 
dlominating perwmality, 1 knew that 
ith, like myself, could scarcely eat 
che played the part he had set her, 
‘were royally living up to some remorseless 
slandare, under pitiless eyes 

‘And T remember the slence, It clued 
um in like prisoners behind thick wall 
yond was a black emptiness into wh 
Inmgiation stared, Tanya city in 
aman flying from the red Ped ‘over those 
terrible mountains. Or this time he might 
have risked too much— been too sure, And 
yet Leouldn't pleture him dead, 


Lisbeth’s eves watched too. Was she 
rememberiny 


these photographs af poor 
che knew more than t did. 
pit of horror at her foot, A 
teal pity veined me, 
“Lisbeth, can't we be friends? Why 
should. you! keep up this pretense. before 
tm? Vou must beiekeningy ara.” 
Her gaze withdrew itself from the dis- 
tance.” She looked at me intently, as 
Though what t had said had started a train 
of puzzling though 
“For him for Joha Smith?” She shook 
her head, “No, somehow I'm not afraid, 
only excited, curious as to how he will, 
me, and when." “She added in a low 
ice, “You see, 1 have a superstition he 


can't be hurt can't be destroyed — not ity 
that way. I think he knows it hirnself.”” 
“You call him John Smith,” 1 said. 


veryone does, as though it were a sort 
of nickname.” 

“Isn't it like a disguise? 

Bux ne stopped short. ‘The sence Id 
een shivered like a sheet of thick glass hy 
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a stone and one sound rusher! in. after an- 
other, ‘The staccato challenge. “Alto! 
Alla!” was answered by a faint voice out of 
the distance, Tt came nearer, authorita- 
tive, reassuring. We heard the sentries 
ring to arms, the dull clatter of hoofs. 
V half rose. “But Lisheth did not move. 
She seemed to have relaxed —sunk back 


from un attitude of tense expectaney into a 
dream, Her hand was pressed against her 
breast, and [knew the Inok on that white 


stil face and its spellbound wonder at him. 
aster met mya she ew te ane 
‘was a girl again. 

Ysa ia cherie sow wie al 


sens 

FL HAD bad choice 

suspense he would have died. 
him dead, Death could not wipe out what 
he had done to Lisbeth, but it would set a 
limit to his power over her, So long as he 
lived, even with half a world between them, 
Mure would by no peace and no foreet 
Anil yet at sight of him, at the first wound 
‘ol that high-pitehed, metallic voies, 1 hte 
xuliad etaioaty’ wae cively, His'a key 
who team hi come ont best a 
great odds, Teould not haye helped my- 
sell, And now, looking back, Lean see that 
therein lay his great power. He was neither 
reckless nor gambler. But he bound men 
tw him by their love of risks, gallantly 
taken, which at bottom isa noble contempt 
of life as a supreme value. 

Servants had run out with lanterns. They: 
held his horve. Tn their dark faces and in 
fares of the armed mien who jostled 
wach other laughingly bein him 
the same look of sharing 
adventure, ut hewasgrave no, 
isn't the word: neither “triumphant.” 
don't think that at any. 
tumphant, Ht touch on 
too sure for emotions wh 
implied moments of self-distrust and doubt 
Hut Thad seen thatssumne expression the 
they earried him shoulder high throug! 
Stoneborough’s Market Place keen, a lit~ 
‘tle amused at all this excitement, already 
preoceupied with things lying in the future. 

He was hatles, in full evening dress, 
with a lowe fauwn-colondd avereout throws 
over his shoulders, ‘The shirt front was 
crumpled and darkly stained, He: hail 
kkieked his feot free of the wide Mexiean 
stirrure and 1 remembv noticing wean od 
dotail that he wore dancing pumps, 1 
could. see their polish shine in patches 
through & cout of dust, 
that romancelesss dress, against a 
roune! of violence and disorder, was 
It stirred the 
ination by its very commonplucenesss, 
its hint of everyday modern life overtaken, 
by a medieval treachery, of aswift, resolute 
uci Thay ae nearly mah i Bat 


not quite. yugh their 
Regie ost ot eek eee 

je had changed. It was not only the 
baie he wore, unexpectedly fair and close: 
trimmed to the pointed chin, The real 
anes see in his whole bearing. in the 

the small, ine head, Atsight of 

fies T knew that in England he had mas- 
queraded. He had known the conditions 
and adjusted himself, but the necessity had 
cramped and humiliated him, Here he was 
free, and in freedom he Prk Oe Own, OF per 
haps had stretched himself to his full height 
He had ceased to juggle with other men's 
Jaws and conventions. He made his own, 
He was master here. 

‘A lantern flashed into his faee, and T had 
a recollection so vivid and so transitory ax 
to be almost painful. T knew that I had 
seen him before like that, bearded, with 
that saine haifling look af passion and vale 
purpase somewhere. 

‘The recallestion slipped away fro 
and was gone, He did not sew 
stood beside bim, with her hard o 
and he saw no one else. That at least was 
certain, ‘The escape itself might mean noth 
ing to him a mere move in a game 
bik whatever courage it had involved he 
Drought it to her aca trophy, a gift. As 1 

ed them with heaven knows what puas- 
sions fighting each other in my heart. 1 sa 
4 look come into his face which gave its 
proud assurance a ful. whimsieal twist. 
was ax though he had said aloud, smiling, 
‘Was that well done? Are you satisfied 
now?” 

Her back was towards me. 
see her answer 

‘One by one other figures stood free of the 
darkly moving crowd. ‘The baron, his vil- 
Jainous features almost transti by an 
exuberant delight, seemed to be in some 


1 vould not 
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sort of attendance —not very respectful 
on two other riders, a man and a woman, 
ted that, like John 
wt had been sudden and 
precipitate, Under the man’s Spanish 
soul flung haek rather self-conseiously, 1 
ht the glitter of jeweled! orders and the 
red har of & ribbon arrose the breast. Tle 
was short, thick-set and sallow-skinned 
iis dark eyes moved in a restless curiosity 
from sidetoside. Heseened to be waiting, 

haughtily and distrustful ind with a 
increasing resentment, John's ith glanced 
at him, spoke sharply in Spanish, and in 
obedience the servants left him, surround- 
stranger, obsequiowsly helpins 
, Pheard a mur nur, subdued, 
tina ironies “EU preeadente el presi~ 

T saw Lisbeth turn to 

ep her hand with an ¢ 
lantry. 

John Smith swung himself (o the ground. 
Until now the woman rider had remained 
quiescent, “Her wrapping of shawls, which 
wavered her to the eyes, and ber absolute 
‘motionlessness made her an enigmatic and, 
tomy taney a rather ominous figure, oh 
Smith gave her his hand, As though at a 
‘signal for which she had waited, she threw 
hack her mantilla and reveuled to the un= 
certain light a pale oval face, intensely 
expressionless. But as John Smith laug! 
ingly lifted her down f the saddis 
fierce color flared u 
with anger or jl io 
for the lines of the full, beautiful mouth 
never altered, 

1 recognize her, The eusy-tongued 
Decies had spoken more than once of thi 
Dona babella, Murreno's wife: and what 
‘was more outstanding, as he had declared 

woman 
hirty: 

for a mo- 
from one 


in, and he bent 
wegerated sal 


eand Lisbeth stood te 
ment, with John Smith, 9 


; n the little tab 
‘The president gave Lisheth 
Smith bowed to Dafa Isabella 


othe even met T know that she bi 
ot forgotten my presen for a morwen 
this inevital 

dand turned her head 


in front of bim, 50 that we were p 
alone. We stared straight at each other 
Idon’t know what I saw tn hisface, It wa: 
unreadable. T-know what he must have 
seen in mine. 

‘Then he smiled, as 1 feared hie would 
wth all that buffing, disarming harm. He 
did not give me his hand — perhiays he knew 
ices tiy thet Tena tice 
Iaid iton my shoulder” Its slender strength 
seemed toxend a message theruych my wh 
body —a greeting, a warning, 


“Why, Fiterey,”” he ss 
course, you had to come.” 
aaa 

REACURD and romans dined totter 
VI made my recurring fever und the fact 
that hal already eaten excuses for staying 
alone in the patio. Brom where T sat 1 
could sce them through the open windows 


and ea. the indistin 
voices 
aastage just too 
words. My 
gestures of th 
ignificant, As am 
have guessed at fleror cess 
ing beneath a smooth su 
wasn't a spectator. 1 
enough like a disastrou 
“E muichind waiting for the 
intervention 

John Smith and Lisbeth sat ae 
ach other, He wooed her openly, tla 
grantly, us he had always done, His’ eves 
waited for hers, and when they met at last 
he drove a faint color inte her checks. But 
she remained grave and silent. 1 felt aore- 
how that she was trying to hold him off, to 
give herself tine, and that he knew aud 
hocame relentless, 

Dota Isabella and her husband sat on 
either band, with Decies and the baros. 
“The president seemed sunk in his own not 

(Continued on Pase 131 


ct murmur of their 
n 


bicteriy 
ing dew 
ment a hi 


‘Continued from Page 126) 
ve ble retlections. As to the Dofa 
Teabelit pertape ana woman brouget up 
in the Spanish tradition it was natural that 
she should maintain an attitude of reserve 
She sat opposite me, and I saw the faint 
Pasta el of htop that came and went 
cover her colorless face like wind over wat 
And T fancied that for all her femi: 
aloofness she watched, 

Decies and the baron supplied mest of 
the conversation. In spite of their trav 
stained uniforms, they both swaggered su: 
cessfully as members of crack and rival 
forces cavalry versus the new urm— and 
1 guessed that their friendly contention had 
ulready carried them back to 1914. They 
ae ‘to mobilize the spoons and knives 
and lo maneuver with saltcellars, For 
these men—perhaps for mest men war 
had no relation either to hatreds or 
ideals. It was a game, and they th 
sehoolboy ers. 

And John Smith never took his eyes fr 
Heth’s face, There was something 
gas about him. Onee or twice he threw ia 
word 


velish and 
could not flatter myself that ax an indi 
vidual 1 had any interest for hy 
was aman. Her black eyes t 
me, veiled and smoldering, Shi made 1 
he gathering of a storm. If 
whe was only: 
iy rman, Her durk bewuity was 
It hud no dither signifieance. My 
pride in Lisbeth was like a cool, clean wind 
For, first and last, she was a human being. 
and’ her loveliness, less 


were like night and day, these tw 
bly Lizbeth wax unconscious of the an- 
tagonism, but Dona Isabella knew, She 
hated Lisbeth, 


‘Their conversation, considering all that 
had happened, was ‘strangely desultory. 
From time to time Lisheth turned to. 16 


with her dear graciousness, translating, so 
that 1, though we had become strangers, 
should not feel out of things, 

“ Dofin Isabella says it was at a govern 
ment feeeption, ‘They would all Inve bee 
ustassinated. But John Smith got word 
just in time. He had horses ready, Car- 
enea is in the city. They are afraid that « 
terrible number of our friends have heen 
murdered 

Dofia Isabella nodded. But she was 
looking past me, into the lighted roars. 

“Todos estan muertos,” she said in her 
thick low voice, and | suspected that her 
indifference was real enough; whichever 
party of these quarreling, violent men came 
‘out Victorious, she would still be a woman, 
infinitely desirable. 

John Stith had come out. He stood wt 
Lisbeth’s side, his hand on her shoulder, 1 
saw Dota Isabella's gaze drop. The me 
ment her eyes with their dull, glowing life, 
dden her whole face became 
vy — almost dead-looking. 
“You two ean talk of what you'll wear 
at the Victory Ball in the eity,” he said, 
“We want you, Fitzroy. 

Thad no choice. Inany case I was glad 
to get away from that sultry, brooding 
John Smith introduced ny 


sted,“ Killing’s 
ot my? j not intentionally, 
at uny rate. 

Decies blew outa mock, indignant eoud 
of amoke. 


any more 


alos of killing? 


“Nonseane! ‘That's your beastly Hus 


nishness, . whole business is to 
win —as cheaply as possible to both sides 
‘Once you've got. what you want — impased 
your ideals" 


The buron stiorted. He was drunk 1 
and consequently honest y 
“And vat ideals are we trying to im- 


tongue as though it had bee 
Jest, “Bueno, caballeros, bueno!" 

We sat down at the lang table, w 
ants had already tand Decies pro- 
duced maps. Rar my sake the discussion 
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was carried on in English. whieh Marrone 
Efepanterth fle mrskabin The te, 
‘this stronghold was ie n- 
surgents—the rerfluchte eanaille, as the 
baron happily described them — hud reck- 
ned on eutting off and slaughtering the 


leaders. 

Having failed, they would leave the first 
fiove to their opponents. As I listened 
T began to understand the signifieanee und 
quality of the foreign legion which John 
Smith hud ereated ini defense of eonstitar- 
Hional government — ineidentally in defense 
of the San Juni mine and perhaps of other 
things as yet unrevealed. 

“Seven hundred picked men out of 
Hicked European regiments.” the Luron ex- 

“devils who haf beer through 
five Years’ fighting and don't know how 
stop: Not much of a farce, aconedingg t 
ur ideas, but you hu to consider the con= 
ditions, They're worth thie thousand of 
these wretched Dagoss any day." 

Teoull not help glancing at Marr 
face Tt was a mask. 

Smith interposed swiftly, 

Mit they're preci We can't alle 
a frontal attack. We've got ws cut th 
om their supplies wer them di 
them. Our aeroplanes will come 


Ha, Decies, hear that?" The baron 
poked the Englishman playfully in the 
Chest. "Why. di tier Goth, th 
1 went up T wis taking pot shots at Weal 


were!" Decies 


Marreno looked from one to the other. 
He was out of it, They might refer te hie. 
That was when they remembered their 
manners, Hut he was a mere pawn, and be 
knew 


“"Reonemy” that’s the word. very 
oan is worth his weight. We ean't afford 
heays: casualties, 

That's where Fitzroy cones in patteh- 


ing ‘om up.” 

‘ip baron yalfawerd: 

"He ran haf my native company as Sani- 
latecorna. They're ao good for anything 
else. If they weren't, so dirty you cou 
make "em into nurses." 

John Smith nodded, He was looking at 
me quizzically. 

“It's true” We've et everything. The 
‘equipment is there. ‘But we haven't « de- 
cenit doctor or surgeon nearer than the 
American hoxpival at Chevaga, We want 
yon, Fitzroy.” 

Feet ou forget,” T aaid, and mot bis eyes 
steadily. "I'm abird of passage. Tomorrow 
T may be gone.” 

Ho stood up. Te sighed and stretched 
himself. Tt was the first sigh af weariness 
Thad ever seen in him. 

1 don’t think 50 somehow. I think 
you've come to stay. Wait till we'veshown 
You what there is to da.” Ho slinped ‘his 
farm through ming and gave it « flendy 

“Phen youand Lean tal 


axe 


MET him the next morning at ay breni 
coming out of the chapel, He was aloni 
Thad a had, feverish night, and if 1 

eth had been with him 1 think a sense 
trage would have been too much for the 
ution [ had imposed 
was, his air of peace 
made me doubt my own wen 
was a bluckguard, the 
spired actor. Tut it was inere« 
instinctively that in the lonely. quiet 
morning be had offered up hanes te Goal 


his safety. He hadn't forse 
Even now, by i 

1 was poraty: 
u're jut all for a sort of row 7 
said. "Get your desayirne and came along, 
Afterwards we might have w chanev 
talk." 

Sait came about that 1, whe had traveled 
ight and day for five weeks to reek wit 
this man, spent my first morning riding 
his dust, watching hin arate his army 
seven hundred men und a shutlling, bare 
footed horde of half-urmed niatives,. iss 
though be were at the head of a erack Bing- 
lish division. In everything that he did wax 
hat possible element of the abwurd. “It 
should have been eagy to laugh at him ax 
ell ws loathe Kim as he sat his raw Mex 
in pony, wn alert yet careless figure it) hin 


real 


unmilitary, casual English riding clothes 
But laughter was the lat thing that would 
have occurred to any of us, 


Marveno, with the baron ax sort of A. D. 
C., rode beside him, What he thought of 
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the display it was hard to guess, Ostensit!; 
the seven hy were there for 
protection and the maintenance of bis ax- 
thority. ‘They should have reassured him, 
For, aa the baron pointed out, they were 
picked men, reckless soldiers of fortune, 
Atectplned, ‘sdventureen,veterane, from 
every batt in Europe. ting was 
the only job life had taught them.” The 
Hoodgates of man’s natural rage for risk 
had been dung open and there Was no shut- 
ting them any more. 

poate Dion, they ean fight!" the 
Woe porta oUt mae tetas 

e pointed out ao machine-gun deueh- 
ment and three wiropline sheds with pe 
liar satisfaction, 

“That was my litle affair," he explained 
“1 got them cheap in Germany —uneler 
the very noses of the French Commisek 
He looked! impudent) lireetion 
brought over the mechanics and flyers too 
Alittle surprise for the city tomorrow, ely, 
your excelleney 

Marreno nodded. T never saw a mat look 
more discancerted. Over the native come 
panies the baron poured a flood of good- 
natured scorn, 


No guts, as you aay. Tn this 
country @ battle is decided by a race, and 
the side that runs fastest wins. Na. we're 


xoing to show thet st new way 
Matrreno bared his strong whit 
n, 


hin 


aleyaaetin ice 
their place in life 
people beliewed chy 
malsing fortunes. 
even 
lories of « lieatenant’s uniform had faded 
in the mists of aguardiente. 
Marreno and his general took the march 
part. They stood together under the fut- 
ering Quetzelangan flay, Murneno with his 


fingers to a borrowed military epi, John 
Saleh barsheaded, | An uncertain ative 
mind played the Quetzelangan ant 

Hut it was John Smith's face that [rete 


her, Itaot a tormenting question. Was that 
Took of lofty vision genuine? Did hw really 
‘seu in this) queer, Thulf-comic, half-tragie 
ceremonial a great, significant event? 

At last it was over. ‘The two men shook 
hands und the army rained their kipia and 

lustily for ef presidente. Perhajrs 
there was mockery in their enthusinsm, 1 
think Marreno suspected it. Ie remained 
brooding and distrustful. 

“Your can feel safe, your exeellency.”” 
Joho Smith said. “Ina fortnight you will 
he huek in your eapital, 
Cuetalangtn retarted no wut al 

nan |. not without alive. 

John Smith and | rode home alone, as he 
had promised. He chose a separate route, 
a rough trail that wound about the fave 
the mountain, desolate and 
svemed that he deliberate! 
time and place. Hut 1 bel 
he was not thinking of me 
more than a witness. 


1 heard him mutter, half to hinwelf 
They're all right. ‘Too few, af vous. Rut 
more will come, 'd follow any- 
where 

0 


nou suppress thw question" What 
do thiey expect? 
“Danger on the way fortune at the 


iat ia? What haw 
le. 

Wings ny a Wat country. nv nye 
ee, Fitzroy, bill remains 9 Wil 
Avail 


= hurnent ail les 

ng_erest of the volcano opjusite 

soe that fellow? Well, iu a night he 
puntains into the vale 


fiNibustering dreams,” 1 
ie fo all hate ove.” 
inl dropped, 
“Init? Theysay Agua isextinet. ‘They 
ot afraid of Furgy any more. 1t has so 
‘on smoking like that for two hundred years 


Who knows’ 

If the ground is unstalide i's unstable 
for you too. You pretend to be on the side 
cof this wretched president, lit he distrust 
yout, 


we 

“He has good reanen At it we 
have a common enemy. When be hax been 
settled turn will come,” 

T caught my breath. T felt like « man 
about to plunge from a great it into a 
flood whose depths und currents he cannot 
coven gine at 


“You're very sure of yourvell, But you 
i ad et Ca 
failed last night. And if you we 
thoughe what tight become of Lisbeth? 

“Were you thinking of that all thin ten 
thousand miler?” 

“Yes,” L said bitterly, for te had meas 
ured me with an amused Kindliness hard tor 
bear, “Yes: of nothi 

"You're a 
lane forward, atroking hig pony’ 
His voice wax whimsical, altnowt teas 
but friendly und uniualicions, "Why have 
you come, Fitzruy? Att " 
filibuster. I've ns 
you are very much 

‘We were riding side by side, #0 close to- 
gether on the narrow trail thit our knows 
touched. On my Init hand the eurth fell 
away ty ania osha. Lia moment 


‘we two might he at each other's throats, 
and there would be no letting 
“Do you remember Paula Selanke?” 1 


asked. 

He did not start. But he turned to me, 
and his eves were penetrating and insert 
Me. He was a fighter, He would wateh f 
every thrust, but his confidence was sernne 
and absolute. 

“TL remember her very well.” 

“She eame to me two months ago.” 

“So they didn't shoot her?" 

“Hf you mean by that that you ha 
thought her dead — "1 caught a 
straw. Yeu, [wanted to believe it hi 
justify that incredible, obstinate element ti 
my, enmity, 

“T never thought about fier at all.” 

Wad wan es 

‘not marry 
“Oh, for God's wake, don’t let It's ne 
good. “T'saw the marriage certificate, 
wa genuine 

“did not marry her,” he repowtert 
calmly. "That miserable ceremony ment 
nothing, Neither my church nor 1 roc 
tine it. 

At that T burst out lauyhinig, If he bad 
hicen shameless L could husve borne it better 
But his monstrous sincerity drove me mat. 
Ie swept the condict in myself ty tireaking, 


int 
“You damned bumbugt You damre 
sooundeel! You ean justify i 
nr own Gul as Khe; but ny 
Taave me to dent wit 
He smiled. 
What are you 
And Lisbeth 


to do 


Fitzroy!" 


shaken, 


“Your miatrou. 
saw hin eyes thush past me to the chasm 


to kill yoni, 


tor despoior 
use,” TL osaid, Melodrar 
Vouk kein as diy that 


weld 
sult. Lam telling you 
done to her in the worlil's 


you no better judgment!” Wwe 


nme." | return 
pity. 


4 unsteadily 
Yon do what nuit 
want Yous break 


everyone who starids in your way, Péople 
let Puls, 

nds of the 

tine there 

may he thers God knows And then 
Liolveth. Y et. Thut menenagh. 
Her preae mF minant nthing te 


Phat fo a Wi 


jquibble 

ne 

glist Taw ts wel woe 
ome 


yun de 
hom 


* You are very wise." 


He was silent. 1 eu 
raging inv hit whom ol 
eyed my J know it troubled 
me profoundly tural and ter 
ible, a house tragically divided aygalnet i 
wll (Continued on Page 133, 


d feel w conflict 
ments were utterly 


(Continued from Page 131) 


ask her. 


my life and purpose us T see th 
knows what she is to me.” 
to her now then,” 


“Why not, the 
tain ——" 

“1 am thinking of our child 
simply 

A blur spread be 
physical 


it you 


are so cer= 
he said 


1 felt 


me. 


ce with 
and pitiful 


ar that_had 


through my mind ha a certainty 
1c left me powerless, stupefied. My very 
rage fell dead. gett hut 


my h 
ain, hut not 


low. But of course I sh 
now it does not matter." 
“Lisbeth’s child, without a name 


Vhy should 1 want t 
lesss than a 


give him mi 
ber, Who am 
palers know 
Lam myself. He 
I make for all three 


felt his lofty compassion 


a warm light 
ou see it, Fitzroy. 1 
as I do—as she will 
re just tools to me 


isbeth, 1 
couldn't have done what T have done with 


out hor 


“She is the woman for my man the 
ins The first time 1 
saw time would 


when 1 should need her 
thing ele in life, So, you see, nothing 
cmuld have ste the way least of all 
‘our poor Paula. 

“If you knew that 
hor?” T asked. 

My voice was toneless 
him mechanically, for it couldn't mi 
t he answered. 

W ied each other. She was in with 

crowd of German agents. She would have 

boen deported. [was in the secret sery 
the time. [saw how valuable she might 
bvioas duty 


1 questioned 
tor 


with 


andl you 
her.” 

Worse things were done,” he murmured 
vertently she and F saved a British 


army. You ean"t fun war and mor 
gether, Fitawy. You only break 
Kurt 

After a moment What dc 
propese to do now?” 

What 1 was sent to do, 


Who sent you?’ 


“Colonel Gay. Your wife went to him 
first. He had no one else, He was dying 
he may be dead hy now 


What did Paula want?” 
Money." 

I thought he looked incredulous 

“Why didn’t you give it to her?" 

“Threw it would have been useless. Ln 
any case she meant to follow you.” 

"So mr to tell Lisbeth what 
you consider the truth 

“Phat is what Lam going ty do now 

He leaned forward and laid bis hand 
my bridle 

“No: 
first, T'don't want ta 
I would.” 

T laughed in his fave 


Td drive you over the precipice 
kill you, Pitzroy, but 


“If you're so sure of her understamde 
au risks, Women 
have queer fancies 


You know the dange 
id she’s not strong,” 


You are doctor 
any sart of she 
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“You might have thought of that 

Anyh 

There 
“Te 


ind you. 1 think sho will." 
ind. Lisbeth 
I suppose you're prepared to kill her 


too, 

It will not, be necessary.” 
passionately, 
Uhreatens Lisbeth 


pence or safety. You 
fe that, Fitzroy.” 
orsest moved on at a fo 
roarse grass us they we 
ty with which he spoke of 
\ ithing but a 
Unmoral, 
ut 
nt ol 


pace, nib 
Phe fieree sin 


perverted, mad 
his effect ‘on 


T turned to 


‘oie was out of control, Teould 
A mynell. 
have you done? What have you 


first. time | heard hi 
he words out with a 
orly unlike his usual 
have given her over 
beginning — the rouge 
You can't tell 
But L know. 


1 be justified. 
ir did the sh 


it may 
beth asks 6 
‘Was it imagina 


some invisible cloud past over him so that | 
‘an instant he was almost haggard 

looking? | 
“Whit else an she ask? Oh, 

know — wealth, pawer! These thi | 


perhaps. they're 

to 
rength of his b 
nf his mind 


0 her 


and he drew rein 
the gulf of rock 
» Tk 
a new empire rising out of 
he work of his hands, eatried 

ns, And he would bring it to 
“Was that well done? Is this 


Tn some strange way, too, 
this riven, tormented world 
he sumed above a 
He dropped his iee-blue eyes to my fave. 

Well? 

Hut now I conkd see my road 
inevitable 

There's only one thing that matters 
how to spare her, You sald that w 
child is born you would tell her the truth 


pairs 


ter but 


yourself ‘ou promise that?” 

"Yes,"” be returned with violenes 

When will that be? 

“In three months’ time, She will go up 
to Chevaga, 

"Very well, Wil wait, She must think 
what she likes. Dut when she is told, either 


by you wer must. ane hus to judge, 
ahe must have somenne whom she ean 
trust to turn to.” 
He threw back his h 
‘Are you the man? 1): 
trusts you now?” 


at and Lavy 
you th 


1 She ean trust 

After a moment he 1 

"Yex, it’s the best way.” But for the 
first time he looked at me ay he roust have 
done at men whom he meant to kill, with 
hard, remorseless eyes. “1 know how to 
runaway when it suits me, Fitzroy. But 1 
know alko when tostand and fight and 


Thave always been up against each other. 
He turned his horse and rode on, and f 

owed, grown sick at heart by 

Vat last recognized me as an enciny 
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An engine ter 
Central Lines in midwinter. Railroad 
men must keep the heavy traffic mov- 
‘ing through all kinds of weather, 
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Achievement 


HE American railroads in 1923 hauled the 
largest tonnage in their history—and with 
an efficiency of operation never before paralleled. 
Tothisachievement the New York Central Lines 
contributeda notable measure of public service. 


The very heavy program of rehabilitation in- 
augurated by the New York Central Lines 


immediately following the termination of Fed- 
eral control—involving the expenditureofmany 
millions of dollars for new equipment and larger 
facilities—placed this railroad system in a po- 
sition to meet the growing traffic demands of 
the great territory it serves. 


While car loadings throughout the country for 
the first eleven months of 1923 showed an in- 
crease of 27% over 1921, and 16.5% over 1922, 
the New York Central Lines gaintd 44.3% 
over 1921, and 19% over 1922. 


The New York Central program of expansion 
in anticipation of the greater traffic demands of 
the coming years—is going steadily on. 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


BOSTON GALHANY~ MICHIGAN CENTRAL~BIG FOUR ~ PITTSBURGH &LAKE ERIE 
AND THE NEW YORK CENTHAL AND SUBSIDIARY LINES 
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ie ight saw a strange development in our rela 
aships. The two German flying men who were to 


pale 
dere glittered 
which Dofia 


a Lis uit her well, She 
and heavy usly at @ disadvantage 

T do not know whether it was John Smith's purpose to 
Ghat night an almost royal setting. A large and 
1 came naturally to him, At least, there was 

tempt art to appear other than what I knew 
1 himself As a Quetzelangan 

ight have worn any of their gorgeous uniforms 

ing clothes were not even very new. He ear 

id them with that unforgotten cas which was the 


any table and 
He made me think 


of a 


‘that sh 
ly from my n 
could have b 
pean crime Tin my distress 
guilty, 1 felt He shook the 

He had never argued as to the 


1d unde 

It was his magnificent assurance 
set me questioning faiths tha 
Was he in fact 


igh to 
Were 


Was I 
vention which a hundred 
hildish a 


his steadfast justifications? 


immense pur 


about 
years hence might seem a 


already cast overboard? He was ready to maki 
her. He had made her happy. Surely she had been 
splendidly happy until my ing. ‘The radiance of it 


seemed to linger about her still like an afterglow 
She shrank from me her fight against her 
If, She wanted t ndly. But there was a 
too high to It was not my love for 
wretched burden of my knowledge had numbed 
al feeling. 1 wanted her —nothing else 
so pale that night—of an almost unearthly 
i fairness. In her gold-brocaded dress, with her 
sunny hair shining in the candlelight, she was like an 
English daffodil among hot exotie orchids; Ii 


er. T 
all per 
She wi 


delicacy a 


but very brave princess out of a fairy story 


as far as she knew everything was hers —a 
passion burnt in the midst of us lik 
wning motherhood, wealth, 


flame, a 
t just hecause an old lover had come bl 
h that she should look so grave? 

There her stranger th night—a little 
Spanish priest, blue jowled and ed, who sat on 
John Smith's left hand, I did not hear him speak the 
whole evening: he stuck in my consciousness, for 


he s 

Tt was to 
was not dri 
president!” 
smile not le 
yet I feel su 
‘one feels the approach of a tornado, that the 
room seemed to become insufferably hot, and there was a 
silence which endured several seconds, in which we looked 
at one another—waiting. I saw Marreno’s broad brown 
wand on the table grow white about the knuckles, Then 
it was upon 


The baron, who 
ust proposed a toast: “To the 
eno had replied with a bow and 
ly, I suppose, and 
felt it coming as 


x Beside That Dark, Unsmiling Woman, Herself 50 Very Pair and Frait That I Turned Sick at Meart 


I did not think that, after the war, life 
terror for me, [have lived through bi 
were like a madman’ vision of hell. But I 
terrible as that faint, alm 


anything #0 sul 
tible vibration 


Tt passed. It was as though the earth 
We 

nur places lik asses on the table, like 
ed Chinese god which from the n 
ed to bow to me. The baro 

Our two f 


drawn a deep, shuddering breath seemed to sli 


jends haf stirred again in 


Herr F 
The men 
troubled. Tw 
fearfulness h 


But I think we hai 
imes where th 
In the midst of 


plauded wen the n 


found them s 


their secret knowled 


to their rescue 
I remember that 


had smiled at Dota I 
ose to leave 


Nobody had noticed th 
He stood at John Smith 
with his dark eyes full 


e orderly wh ntered 
at attention, but 


or, He 


isting, helpless te 


Tdid not know. But I saw 
of the patio, I who k 
e in her like a 
had resumed t 
to her. He tured to me with an odd 
quizzical smile. “Your little sentry has been caught at 
last, Fitzroy,” he said. 

Vhad almost forgotten. I shrugged my shoulders, 

“I hope he hasn’t been running all the time 

“Well, he'll wish he'd run a little faster, poor devil!” 

I do nat believe that he hesitated for a But he 
waited. He knew now that Lisbeth was there, on the verge 


eth pause 
d loved her 


Smith h 
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of the shadow, watching and listening. The knowledge was 
written in the very setness and implacability of his expres- 
sion. He gave an order, The orderly'’s hand went up in a 
salute. Then Lisbeth came back into the room. Usually 
her movements were rather slow, of a gracious, lingering 
quality. But now she had shown a passionate swiftness 
that made me catch my breath. She stood at the table, 
facing John Smith. She was like a fine blade ripped out of 
its seabbard in a gallant gesture, like a flag unfurled in a 
high wind. 

“No,” she said; “you mustn't. I won't stand it! It's 
intolerable!” And then she spoke in Spanish to the orderly 
and the man stood there stupefied, open-mouthed. 

I had no clew to the situation. I only knew that some- 
thing vital, enormously significant, was taking place. We 
all knew. Each face set itself ina mask. I saw the baron 
fidgeting with his glass, his thick lips thrust out in an 
expression of tolerant amusement. 

The little priest stared expressionlessly, and for the first 
time Marreno's face lit up with laughter, silent and ma- 
licious. In the shadow of the patio, Dota Isabella hovered 
like a white hawk. 

But those two had forgotten everyone but themselves. 
John Smith smiled up at Lisbeth. All the charm and ten- 
derness of which he was possessed were in that look. But 
T had seen the color go from under the sunburn. The hand 
lying on the table involuntarily tightened. 

‘rédito—I'm sorry. It can’t be helped.” 

“It must be helped.’’ She turned to me. She was alter- 
nately flushed and deadly white. Her eyes that were blue 
as his blazed out their essential difference. His had grown 
pale. Hers had deepened. In the dim candlelight they 
looked almost black. 

“Please, Euan, please say something. They are going to 
flog him. You don’t know what flogging means in this 
country.” 

“It is their own custom,” John Smith interposed gently. 
“There's no other way of dealing with them. If we were 
to admit milder European methods we should have a 
stampede. They would sleep at their posts — run away from 
a coyote. Look at Fitzroy here — one-armed —and the fel- 
low bolts like a hare.” 


He appealed to us with a laugh and a shrug. The baron 
nodded portentously. 
his isn’t Merrie England, sedora.” 

“Euan!” she commanded. 

I stood up. 

1 wanted to take my place at her side, I had the self- 
control not to so much as look at her. 

“T am one-armed, if you like,” I said grimly. “ But it's 
a gorilla’s arm, Try it~ any one of you, I came upon the 
man unexpectedly, He hadn’ta chance. Once I'd twisted 
his rifle away from him, there was nothing for it but a clean 
pair of heels. Nobody here could have done more.” 

I turned to him with an appeal which, even as our eyes 
met, without my will became a challenge. But even then 
I had only the dimmest notion of the real issue between us. 
His face became stony in its hardness. Perhaps it was true 
that he had no choice, His foreign legion might worship 
him. To the natives he was terror itself. When he ceased 
to be terrible he might cease to be—as others before him. 
Perhaps even Lisbeth knew as much 

“Without iron discipline we shouldn't survive an hour, 
sefiora,” the baron murmured. 

“Better not to survive then.” Her hand beat a soft, un- 
conscious tattoo on the polished table, “It is monstrous 
It disgraces us all. John, I ask you—I ask you as a 
favor ——" 

I guessed that she had never asked anything of him 
before—that it therefore was a supreme appeal. And yet 
it was not an appeal either. It was a demand. And in- 
credible as it seemed, for a moment at least he was afraid, 
because he loved her and could not yield. 

He stood up, He took her two hands and pressed them 
against his breast. We didn’t count. He had forgotten us. 
He bent over her. It was as though he were trying to over- 
whelm her with the whole force of his personality, smother 
her under the volume of his passion. 

“Wait,” he said softly. “I'll make you understand.” 

I looked away from them both. A sudden sweat had 
broken out over my fevered body. He was neither crude 
nor primitive. Even then he was strong enough to play his 
game with a light, bold hand. But he aroused a primitive 
emotion that I had believed conquered. 


When | turned again she had gone. 

John Smith repeated his order, 

“This is a cruel country,” he said afterwards, 
hard on women.” 

And then he took up the business of next day’s attack, 
He seemed serene and confident. But more than once I 
saw his eyes trying to penetrate the empty darkness in the 
patio, 1 knew he listened for the reassurance of that low 
voice. 

When we went out later Dofa Isabella was alone, She 
beckoned to him, She made me think of a lazy, watehful 
cat that, freed from observation, steals what it can, And 
after that one moment, in which he looked about him with 
fierce and undisguised disquiet, he mastered himself and 
stood over her, laughing and whispering with her behind 
her fan. 


“Tt is 


xxeVIL 


DLD not go to bed that night, A profound unrest made 

the very thought of sleep intolerable. The dead wind 
had left my room full of dust and a fierce dry heat that 
seemed to throb to the measure of my own feverish pulses, 
Outside, the silence waited as I did. 

I remember standing under my high window, my head 
lifted, listening, I did not know for what. But I was sure 
that at any moment that silence would be torn aside by a 
roar of unleashed violence, by a scream, by hurrying, panie- 
stricken footsteps 

My imagination ran riot, The hacienda, lying white and 
silent under the moonlight, was stripped of its seereey. It 
was like a great cross-sectioned hive whose fierce and op- 
posed activities | was compelled to watch. 1 saw Marreno, 
alone and awake, too, pace his room, brood out his own 
black thoughts, and Dofia Isabella gliding among the 
thick shadows of the patio, set on some strange purpese of 
her own. Most clearly, most pitilessly I saw John Smith 
and Lisbeth, I was the tortured witness of that ruthless 
and magnificent wooing which was to wipe their conflict 
from her very memory. She would yield. After all, what 
was she but a child pitted against his subtlety and strength ? 
He would throw his glamour over her judgment. I saw her 
eyes close, her face grow colorless and still, 

Continued on Page 98) 
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‘There were things I had tried to keep 
ed away from my consciousness, But 

y were too swift for me. It was 

as though a wild beast had leaped out of its 
ambush and buried its fangs in my flesh. At 

h moments, I suppose, men do frightful 
things, incomprehensible to their sanity 
But it was only my body that went mad 

| My heart and mind shrank from the fren- 
zied impulse and it passed like that sinister 
trembling of the earth. ‘There remained the 
future to be faced out 

Lisbeth’s child! Th thought, even 

wven for me, was fine and lovely. But 

i, ‘a nameless child, for all 
the man’s splendid boasting. And she was 
0 much alone, so very frail, so very proud 
too. What part should I play after T had 
helped to smash her world for her—I who 
would have died for her? 

But dying was nothing—too simple, too 
cowardly. Somehow I had to live for her. 
I would offer her the shelter of my name 
But that was a sad formality, because [ 
knew that she would reject it. To her it 
‘would be an inward shame added to an out- 
ward disaster. And I knew, as John Smith 

had reminded me with his ironie 
hat she would never turn to me, 
ie possibility—that she 
fas he naw it, and in me a 
hildish things. 1 almost 
hoped it 

T stood rigid. At last a sound had pene- 
trated the silence, It was far off and very 
faint. It might have heen the ery of a 
trapped animal. After a moment it was 
repeated, even more faintly, dying out like 
a breath 'of wind. 

[ threw my door open. The quiet was 
absolute. It poured over me in a thick, 
muflling wave. What I had heard became 
the echo of my own pain. Moonlight 
played placidly between the orange trees 
‘The fountain was silent, too, and the golden 
god stood naked and still in a flood of silver. 
Tsaw the macaw silhouetted on his perch 

wainst the light like a strange, motionless 
sentinel. Yet the peace was ‘illusionary, 
like a mask drawn over an unknown face 

Standing there, I thought of Stonebor- 
ough's Cathedral’ Close the night when T 
had walked home with Lisbeth from the 
dance. Thatdeep, heartfelt tranquillity and 
thishush werehoth rooted inancientdreams, 
but between the dreamers was an ancient 

ntagonism. Strange and e unholy 
things were in this silence, ‘The violent 
fancies of a sleeping tiger flitted through 
the shadows 

Teaught m 
up on the f 
hurrying tow 


breath, fora light had sprung 
side of the patio and was 
rds me, It came in and out 
reflection | saw 
flowing figur woman. 1 
recognized her, A moment more and she 
was at my side. From the folds of the 
black mantilla that covered her head and 
shoulders her face peered out at me, ghostly 
white. 
"Bua 
“What is it? 
“Why are you out here 
“T thought | heard something —a ery.” 
I know; I did too. I couldn't rest 
We spoke in undertones, It was a 
though we were afraid of waking a sleeping 
danger 
“Where is the general?" 
She answered strangely 
He left me—an hour ago, 
promised that at any rate it would not be 
night, But I'm afraid, 1 can’t 


Is anythin 


done 
| sleep.” 
| Mut if he promised 
He thinks che thinks I'm unrea 
| able—not myself. He was humoring me 
can't understand. T'meant to go alone 
| But will you come?” 
Of course. What shall we do?” 
| “Tuon't know yet.” 
Her face came into the moonlight. Tes 
| youth had gone, ‘Those lines which had 
Always lain’ half concealed beneath the 
The 
the eyes seemed to have 
wed 80 that thelr expression, even 
that half darkness, was stem and. impla 
er and yielding, she must 
ed to him, ‘But I guessed that for 
all that she had been too strong, and that 
had stormed out into the night, for the 
frat time tasting the bitternest of defeat 
“saw it-done once, Euan. It was an 
accident. ‘They didnt mean’ me to see 


cable, 
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Not fit for a woman's eyes.” That's the 
phrase, isn’t it—for things like that? 1 
was out riding. They were just cutting hir 
down. It did not look like a human body 
‘She turned sharply away, as though even 
‘a moment's quiescence in the face of that 
horror was intolerable. I followed her past 
the sentries, who, after her brief authori- 
tative gesture, sank back into their former 
immobility cthesteep road towards 
the camps 

From a large, distorted moon, hi 


ging at 


its zenith, a pallid light drifted down ont 
the peaks and escarpments of terrifie moun. 
tains whose roots were twisted in a black, 


unfathomable chaos. We were like the 
survivors of a lost world. 

‘Our own shadows, stalk 
at our sides, were our only 
‘There was not a sound 0 
Far off a little luminous red 
among the stars, 

‘Once Lisbeth stumbled in the thick dust 
and I caught her arm. I was afraid for her. 
But at least I knew her better than he had 
done. There would be no turning back. 
And it was only my pity and my love of 
her—of her very obstinate courage—that 
de me plead, 
“Let me go. 


monstrously 
ir of wind. 
1 hovered 


Tildo w 
ng enough 

d 
They'd turn you back 


ou want 


"T'm all right. 


I'm quite strong.” And then alter a mo: 
ment, very simply: “Did he tell you that 1 
was going to have a baby, Euan? 

es, dear. 

She did not seem to notice that eseaped 
tenderness. She sighed a little and we did 
not speak again. At a turn of the road we 
came upon a camp fire around which a little 


company of native sol 


dled in attitudes of an animal exhaustion 
By the red stars shooting u 
air we could see the black hi 


nd, A sentry challenged 
not move, Their faces 

inhuman in their expres 
might have be 

fhered round the last wai is 

sad world. 


their huts bey 
But the rest 


rs 
de 


footed and ragged, 
He gesticulated and chattered anxious 
He was frightened, for this Lisbeth was 
creature of fine steel 

At protesting. 
hands dropped, We three walke 
uneven roadway between the doub 
huts and for the first time the mer 
the fire m L heard their soft f 
in the dust behind 
like a dream, half nightn 
autiful with the happiness wh 
only feel in dreams. 
were toget 
Thad praye 


A barred do ie hut even more pro: 
foundly silent than the rest was thrown 
‘open for us. I took the lantern from L 

beth’shand, knew wh me short 
on the threshold, It was not what I 


saw, for at first sight the place seemed 


empty, It was a memory. A dressing 
station —underground— in Flanders. after 
an attack—the stench of tortured human 
bodies, 

[tried to stop Lisbeth, but she was al 


ready ut my side. After ull, I was wr 


She never thought of herself,'so that she did 
not know what it was to be afraid 

e light steadied, Its yellow rays 
reached out to the farthest corner. It did 
not_m lying stretched out 


he thing 


red by a filthy blanket. The 
Fest was a pulp of flesh from which a slow 
darkly shining stream flowed onto the mud 
floor, There was no sound, not a breath 
or moan. I looked round into the native 
officer's face, He st lankly, indit= 
ferent! 
But Lisbeth was on her knees. She had 


lifted the dreadful body in her She 
been too quiek for me the 
pretty brocaded dress and her hands were 


blac 
“Tt was that we heard, 
What can we do?” 
they bandages? Ask. 
there's nothing—not for 


Wewere too late 


ng water, 


gave an order. I saw the man hesi 
tate. I swore savagel:: at him in English 
Continued on Page 101 
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Continued from Page 98 
and he cringed away 
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Smith 
Upon Quetze 
Continued on Page 105 


ft her asleep. She was worn 0 
ild.. Tell her where I've 
a? Tell her Carenza is holdin, 


(Continued from Page 101) 
nominally as surgeon, actually beeaus 
Juan was no longer possible to me 
Smith would have left me behing 
near to ordering me to remain. His insist- 
fence was a challenge, the measure of his 
self-confidence. My’ refusal seemed to 
irritate him. I was like an opponent who 
would not stand his ground. 

So it's you who an 
Fitzroy.” 

‘You will know where to find me," 1 
answered 

Lisheth will miss you." 

There was malice in that —the frst real 
malice he had ever shown for he must 
Have knows that Lisbeth sutlerd ym 
resence, Her good-hy to met 
Just before T' mounted was’ the 

‘voided each 
pecpile 
ade us guilty 
other ag 
it 


Tunning a 


Mad 


appeal, made Knowingly and 
rather desperately: to my fidelity; and I 
stood there stockish and tongue-tied under 
John Smith's eyes, “She sighed, She: hegan 
to give me messages for hom 

Ete wort 
perfecti 
fonebur ough 
We shook hi 
really id 
have to -otten it 


and hap 
Mis Cornelius and. dear 


L knew that she had 

ight didn’t happen. 1 
either of us must ever 
think of it again. 


‘As T clambered into my saddle D 
Isabella passed me, I had not seen 
fore. She must have been hidden in the 
deeper shadows of the gateway. Now, 
with the swiftness of some wild feline thing 
roused from its hot lethargy, she reached 
John Smith’s side, Her white, plump 
rested on his knee, She spok 

an undertone; but, as 1 thought, with 
utter recklessness, al 
sheer indolence; sel 


le her angry or des 
her consideration was 
pt aside. I saw John Smith look ps 
‘and she stamped her foot. Marre 
was only a few paces away from them bath, 
nted and i 
mntemplation 
valley where lay his immediate destin 
He seemed neither to h 


Something had ma 
perate 


na 


ve seen nor heard. 


ment whieh sai 
for us to beli 
Finally 

But I saw John Smith swing his M 
pony about at the last so that he fi 

two women, his hat down to his sadd 
rths, his head up. It was ax though he 
id,“ T who am about to conquer the 


world salute you,” He was in rough riding 
clothes, ostentatiously unarmed: the Mexi 
ean pony wits h gesture 
in itself theatrical and un-English. But 


ys he eseaped the ludicrous, 
eer magnificence of his own 
And what was stranger still, amidst these 
alien surroundings, beside men to whom an 
extravagant expression of feeling was ha: 


then as al 
rising to a 


b he seemed the embodiment of his 
race—more English than Decies with his 
inbred restraint. I eannot explain it. Rut 
at least it was his sincerity, a fine pass 


ateness which made that taking a 
gallant tribute to one woman or to both. 
No other witness could have been, so sure 
fas {was that it was to Lisheth and to Lise 
beth only 

And yet as he and I rode side by aide he 
never once looked hack, Hix eyes were 


fixed on the distant fires of Fuego, flaming 
like a menacing brand over the invisib 

city. Deould almost have thought the glow 
ff it was on his fare. Presently he trotted 


ahead and Tast to turn about 
in'my saddle tome that Teould 
still see her standing there, gazing after us, 
hee hand on her bret, puzzled and 
sad perhaps, but not afraid for him, because 
fof that strange faith, As for me, she could 


only be glad — 
he pa I should have found 
relief in a headlong, reckless gallop. We 


rode cautiously and steadily valleywards, 
and I was soldier enough to appreciate th 
exploit. It was no mean feat to bring five 
hundred men, with horses and machine 
guns, down what was virtually a mule 
traek. It meant leadership and discipline 
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‘The moon did not rise till morning, 
starlight and Fuego's ominous red « 
stumbled at the heels of our shadowy com- 
panions. The immensity seemed tosmother 
‘our voices: the sound of our horses" hoofs 
‘was lost in the thick, treacherous dust. For 
the most part we had to ride single file, and 
h man must have felt, as I did, utterly 
midst an army of ghosts, But once 
where the track broadened a thick familiar 
voice drew up alongside of me. I think the 
darkness troubled the baron’s toughen 


ing’s raid upon the city. To do him justice, 
disgruntled as he was, he knew how to be 
generous. 

“No, L could not haf done more myself. 
Not so much perhaps. They, must haf 
thought the devil was let loose!” 

For it seemed that John Smith had kept 
his word. He had dived into the plaza 
Pack with Carenzas supporters. fatter 
out in thenick of time, and literally skimmed 
the faces of a horrified and paralyzed 
enemy. Hie machine gun had played on 

"is coolly-and deliberately as a spray: 
of steel on some closely’ packed garden, 
beating the writhing flowers to the ground 
in swaths. 

One determined man might have brought 
him'down. But panie set in and the disas- 
ter was complete. -Impassible to say how 
many were etushed to death in that estial 
struggle to break away into the narrow 
outlets of the streets, At least’ Carenaa 
was dead, With the vanity’ of the true 
Quetzelangan he had paraded his forces in 
4 contume which would have befitted 

in'a jmasical comedy target not 
ill, on 


prine 


determined man, one lucky 
the baron murmured, "Tt 
was a risk.” He leaned forward, talking 
close to my ear, “Herr Graf, as between 
men of honor, that Dona Isabelle and our 
nd hein?” Qu'en pensez-rous? It’s a 
game he plays, think, But one 
play with women except when one 
It's not safe, Na, I've 


young and a fool, 
had my fil. ‘There was a woman 1 could 
tell you of one of my own people—when L 


think of her 
ck narrowed abruptly and he had 
ack, I could hear him eursing to 


laybreak we had debouched onto a 
led road —a thing of dust-filled ruts 
nd ancient pot holes —and had re-formed 
in marching 

came like 


little trotting 
men, Iurefoot and graceful, 
waying, burdens on their dark 


and joined with us 
peddlers, w 


his tin 
God for altms, 


chine guns and 


‘modern rifles as ancient as the rest. War 
OF no war, Fev oF no revolution, the 
life of the little people went its way. ‘There 


mong. them who 
nd whoever sur 


had alway been. 
would Kall of be kil 
Vive. would want food iguana, eggs oF 
these fresh, cool oranges, sefior. ‘The priest 
linked his bright brown eyes knowingly at 
us.” Perhape a mase suid for some. dead 
tome, ar for your own soils, caballeros 
An hour later we were on the city's 
skirts, "No-one expected. an oF 
resistinee, Its eater dead, the real insure 
Teetion was at an end, But there would be 
tain mimber too deeply compromised 
who would. prefer to die fighting. We 
Entered the fist suburb at nine o'clock. By 
ic fring had ceused, But in that 
; bad! been wiped 


out. In its remorselessness the massacr 
resembled hunt. T saw men chased 
Siquealing tothe edge of the flat roofs and 


haynneted there, their limp bodies pitch- 
forked over into the street gutters, oF 
dragged out from ludicrous, tragie hiding 
places and stabbed and hattered into shape- 
ess horror. The native troops did the 
work. John Smith's legionaries remained 
‘apart; nor tll that hour was over did they 
intervene, 

Almost’ at the outset I broke loose, 
‘There would be no wounded. On one side 
was a panic too frantic even for successful 
self-defense, on the other a lust of killin 
that even obvious death did not satiate. 
sickened of the busines, 1 gnve my tired 
horse its head and we wandered through 
streets that were sometimes those of a vil- 
lage, sometimes of a prosperous town 
cobbled roadways, trams that stood empty 
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and forsaken, like toys dropped from the 
Hands of frightened Slides ong were | 
of barricaded shops and enigmatic Spanish 
houses, their blank closed faces seeming £0 
breathe out a deathly silence; pretentious 
official buildings, stuecoed and ornate, with 
here and there a chure 

colonial days: a long avenue of trees inter- 
spersed. with. symbolical plaster statues, 
Suggesting some stately progression, but 


which petered out into a huddled groip of 


T came out at last onto the chief plaza. 
‘The great ‘Teatro. Nacional flanked its 
southern end and faced the presidential 
palace aerons a generous space where flow- 
ers and trees, a gaudy band stand and a 
statue to some discredited Uherator seemed 
the last expression of a half-haughty, half 
pathetic civic pride,” y the dark, motion: 

heaps upon the ground I recognized 
the scene of John Smith's exploit. 

1 tethered my horse. Until sundown 1 
searched for lifewhere there was none, ‘The 
terrible exasperating wind had already 
‘overed those poor forms with a gray layer 
tf dust ao that they seemed to have heen | 
dead for many days. Gradually, as the 
firing ceased, figures crept out of the side 
streets and ‘skulked among. the forlorn 

dows, seeking, too, either for booty. or 

their own dead, ‘They threw me furtive 

lances, not gpeaking. We were like people 
From diferent works, Lis: 


“They Told Me Sauer- 
_ kraut Would Do Me Good 
—And It Has! 


“Oh, yes, ever so much better. 1 
feel like a new man.” 


‘ad killed like this—not in the heat of 
battle, nor even in self-defense, but deliber- | 
ately, ‘almost gayly, as a gallant gesture 
And just then T looked up and sa John i eT 

mith and Marreno, with a troop of “Well, everybody's eating sauerkraut 
fooenied leslonarion, ede intp the Base. | now, Two or thtce of the boys at the 
and pointed rapidly, indieating, 1 office told me about it and then 

wrote for that little booklet that tells 


his approach and method of 
he rode on, letting his horse pick its way | al] about it—what the scientists say, 
fall th 


“You'd never guess, Nothing more 
nor less than sauerkraut.” 


among the quiet, meaningless sl 
sstrewed his course, And [saw 
knew that he felt nothing 

ir satisfaction—at most 

ith a repetition of -samet 


“Why, it's the lactic acid that do 
Patched Sect pet bebind hier It’s a sort of a natural cleanse 
Te almost rode over me, for L was busy | disinfectant 

with a man who T thought Dae se “Ti. 

Tee es dee ate ONE: Hews | “Yes, we have it about three times a 
tharnly in Spanish, then recognized. me. | week. There are all kinds of recipes 
Late to ienaelt, ue rab Sains x ¢| in the booklet —new ways of serving 
shown that old’ fatal friendliness. But pron cilsdretnee sa deniers 
ftood up straight out of my ier of dead | the new salad recipes are deliciow 

and scowled him down, and he rode past | Ann and the hildren are just as fond 
me without a sign, | of it as I am, and it has done them 
good too.” 


J FOUND, refae that night and “y, 
this week 
long.” 


, we'll be over some ev 
Tl give you a ring, So 


nui 

by Quetzelango 

English and American colony. It became 

known that there was an English doctor 
enemies to b 

as filled with sec 

nt the city wi 


You will be interested in the free 
booklet, “Sauerkraut as a Health 
Food.” It tells what such eminent 
authorities as Dr. Harvey W. Wiley, 


desperately 
, For n 
period 

me eaunteymen, 
humorous attitude 


petty ventral American state, tana “gd Dr. John Harvey Kellogg and others. 
heir ‘seemed to give me back mY oy about the value of sauerkraut. It 
porate, he eval San Stan 1, comeaina many new an deli 


broken. 1 looked back upon it and on all 
that had happened there as upon a 
tie dream. It ix true that 1 wan 


Mail the coupon now 


recipes. 


Polevs tate sctpcien eo meerica ues I doasr tsa pny becuirlaand we nen 
aiventurer ing had wld evict ton (ype mikey deen ee) 
Ody foe American consul; stout and | THE NATIONAL Kratrr Packt 
suitit pad as coke te soslan 
smoke a cigar in the patio of the Hotel Send For 
Femes sol tase tn Oe rors aac h 

gossip, shook his head at me. This 

720 duke tna rovoletona ‘are loracguticed 


jokes rather stale jokes. It's easy to be 
funny about them. "I've seen twenty my 
self. I's like watching the anties of a ve 
fano, You get accustomed to it. At first 
it ailsounds mighty dangerous, but after 
while you see that nothing particular 
happens and you turn over and go to seep, 
ut then one day something does happe 
a conglomeration of chances —a ure 
here abit toomuch pressure there ~andolf 
goes the whole ealboodle. This John Smith 
he's a chance, But it was pretty: sure 
"4 turn up sooner or later. Not a chance 
cither. ‘The thing itself, You see, nut here 
there aren't any real people- just shadow’ 
There's nothing to them. A’ patf of wind 
and they're gone. Hut the. country’s all 
right. It's virgin, but it could yield enough 
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Oxford shirt 
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work is exquisite. The fin- 
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tom made 


\ thoroughly companionable, 


enient shirt for out-door 
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te for business or social 
can wear it any time 


r for it is light 


rer and yet not te 


winter. Especially at this time it 
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Comes in both neckband sty 


and in collar attached at $3.00 


Your own sleeve length. 
Shirts in silk 


Other Emery 


broadcloths jues 


checks, p 
and other fabrics, $ 


$3.00, $3.50 and up, notable for 


their good taste, fit and finis 

Ask for Emery Lustrox Oxford 
Shirts at better class shops. Or 
we will see that you are served 
promptly, on receipt of money 
Give 
leeve length. 


order and name of dealer 
neckband size and 

W.M.Steppacher & Bro., Inc., 
Makers of Emery Shirts, Phila 


delphia, 


Shirts 


EVENING POST 


toh 
Smith—born fighters, pi 
vidualists who are sick of 0 
and democracy and t 
safety of it ali—c 
it in their pocket 
There’s one thing ung New ¥ 
salesman at my elbow drawled with a 


Shoot him’up with a ten-pi 
Monroe Doctrine.” 
T 
“What 
do? Sail over the 
roe Doctrine y 
rap of pap 


Cord 
re so fond of isn’t even 


e New 


‘snot an Englishman —not offici 

a Quetzelangan. What are you g 
to do about that? We wor 
te stand on. I tell you, if this 
pre 
America in ten years—an 
an emperor, perhaps, with an arist 
of European and United States {reel 
and a brand-new feudal system appl 
the Quetzelangans, who maybe aren't fit 
for much 

The New Yorker f 

F gerated. 
Jappen no 
d had 
‘of thatsort 
stand for it 

This John Smith, as the 
be snuffed out. And him right 
wife's another tion. I'm 
sorry for her. Poor little girit A real pea 

too, I'd bet my life.” No j 
being yoked up with a hell-for-leather £ 
low like that.”" 

A lot you know," the consul murmu 
ically, “At any rate, she'll have I 
‘That's something unusual in itself, though 
you mightn’t think so. I dare’ say. he 
makes a great lover. 
“T het he does, 

Isabella? 

Well, you 
expect to live like 
Mrs. John Smith 

The New Yorker jecred 

# voice drawled on to 
of the melodious tin 

2 among the ora 
ad grown dim 


Democra 


What about the Dofia 


Napoleon and 
1 was going to say like 


igh a mist had crept in and ¢ 

I've known her,” I said at last, “all n 
‘No more than that. But they | d 
me gravely; and thotigh nothing had hi 


it them, 


xexr 
AUNT, GERALDINE w 

upon the announeem 
lish newspaper several weeks 
had died soon after I had left Eng! 
was like the fall of a fine old butt 
had held my life together. She h 
ween there. It was incredible that I should 
never see het again. In my first grief I 
wished that I had wanted Old Stoneborough 
and fought for it as she had done. Even 
that much would have made her happy 
But L had gone on new ways and it had 
broken her heart 

I thought of Miss Cornelius, 
thatfaded,shabby house, wande 
the rooms where those two had spent the 
lives and grown iogether, 
little familiar things that ha: 
my aunt's tired old hand 

Nothing left; nothing in the whole world. 

What? Not one last adventure, C 
A real one this time—a 
Corny to the reseue! Suppose I 
trumpet call in your ear 

There was just one chance that, old and 
heartbroken as she was, she would answe 
And if she came the’ burden would be 
lifted. Lisbeth would never have to see mu 
ag 


x up the 
ipped trom 


‘The British consul sent my cable f 
me. But already the city had resumed its 
normal activities and almost its normal ap 
pearance. A few shot-pitted walls, a dark 
stain on a pavement, parties of indifferent 
native police carrying the body of 
poor devil who had erawled like a dyin 
into an ob ‘and was now n 
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remained an 
. of tense and 
with his two 
hundred white troop, ited Carenza's 
foreign army that his death, had 
fin the mountains, and prison- 

1 booty were pi 


"That day General 


plied mob caught me in it 
swirl and swept 1 

arknese. Over thet 
Leould sce 


a purpose 
The organ boomed 
He knelt, and for me his splen 
became tragi 

That is one p 


ture that I have of hit 


Then again I see him at the festa in the 
market place, still unattended, fighting 
gayly through a clamoring, sweatin q 


Unless it wa 
that some charm pri 
Continued on Page 109 
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Continued from Page 106 backgra 
is life, There must have heen more than 
‘one man who pressed against him with his 
hand on his revolver. And he w 
in his English fairness, in his 
His easualness should havi 
ntagonized these people, 
cular tyranny, At a wooden b 


ind, and to look down upor 
thing mass with an impenetral 


Gi Get nt i oe “And Dad was my age 
when he sat for that!” 


haps they knew it. At least he knew, 
tomed toa the knowledge may 1 
ith 


ave hi 
But for once he had humored them, 
‘a -marimba tinkled for the hi wore the uniform of their First Infantry 
ng couples he seized upon a pretty igiment as the baron shouted to m 

ive girl, who watched wistfully, and and he gave its blueand-gold extravagance 


ed her down the boarded floor, smiling am dignity. He stood at 
into ashed, deliciously bewildered — the box, his hands erossed upon 


face. ‘The old me 
the same light-he 
his 


had overtaken hit nd accepted 
J trust in himself and tributes without sign either of impatience 
pwn rightness that had made him laugh vr satisfaction. He was paler than hi 


into the eyes of that woman pirate at the wont, and his eyes were fix fly on 
very moment of death, And the me far-off point heyond the white, up 
he was justified, Hewon, He flouted turned faces. Did he for a moment look 
every preconception of a leader, knocked av, at Lizzie Smith's little sweet 
aver their prejudices with an easy mockery. shop» in the High Street, ar on those rags 
And they followed him, laughed with mutin hhad stolen like a thiet 


exulting in his unexpectedness, fascinated thre haunted galleries of Old Sto 
his utter disregard of them borough? Edi n so; or if he did 
A wandering French company gave a it must have been as tipon a period as tt 
gala performance of Le Cid that night at teal and fantastie as was this seene tet 
the Teatro Nacional. It was to he the To him this was the reality. ‘The rest - the 
ilminating celebration, Two days het erty, the hardships, the apparent. help 


the Quetzelangan troops had driven the lessness” must have seemed like a play n 
last invader over the border, and a national which he had acted his part, not earplessly 
pride, as easily kindled to white-hot fury for no man with such n purpose can wffered 
as ertished into a gray subjection, made the tn bungle even the last detail of his life 
e for an overweening display, hut with » secret imperious Inughter. 
re heen easy to have imagined" Vinw el liberador! Vino Vivat 
‘oneself in a Berlin opera house on a night Vit! 
t ry, The ant red-and-gold I saw Lisbeth suddenly stretch out her 
h flickered with the eolors of gaudy hand and lay it upon his, ‘This seene, whieh 
uniforms amidst which the black mantillas scemed to express « passi 


athe heavy and overjeweled women struck must-have toved her profoundly. It 


4 


te gratitude F W young looking men were prominent in bust 


ns a provocative ite of uc him ered them. And ness, in polities, or in any of the professions when 
cvergrown ‘with flowers. “At blood rushed up Into Is bet face and that high wheeled bicycles were upsetting confidence, and 


isa second-rate orchestra t 
ational ait and the audience swept Vira! 
s feet, shouting a 


the breezes were woued by weeping Dundrearys. 


> sened tea ieee ey Whiskers used to make the middle-aged man look 
oe cere et Sa toe oe wo old that he was likely to wonder whenever he 


passed a mirror whether it wasn't about time for him 


bea to be selecting administrators and letting the family 
aly happine 

And the joke ofits" he etd in my’ en 
that half these pretty fellows would hal 


know the name of his favorite undertaker 


What a difference clean shaving has made! Now 


the man of forty, in addition to being at his best, can 


look it 


His express 
ard the baron 


Tig. That'stheir way. 1 


a ie iim mat G O LG AT E ps 


Kk terrible: change. ‘The good. bumor whi 


ee oe Rapid-Shave Cream 


fempt. He himself made a. strik eas 
ugh figure in the pale uniform of a wiped out. He to 


chert gliteret with’ German orders. Tle was horrible In tig greedy rusty. 1 
Se Sere ie scaly: tir ua ken” deared bls stone he orctioten tes © softens the beard at the base— 
doven on the dlplay ae patted it affer~ into, th atonal anthem, and ver, where the razor’s work is done. 

y Gueterlangan hesalds but 1 I neewgaiaed hee. ‘She stoon ona tine with 
wae nthe avrg efor tp 10 caer the ageing ap nt Its marvelous effect is almost instantaneous. With 
Ke Shia't Hike ta remember that Iwas once all the gaudy evening dress and alr of reck plenty of hot water or cold, soft water or hard, Colgat 
Ji Sor LR aia eat nd Rouen ta Rapid-Shave Cream makes a close, moist lather which 
of the crehestra had turned towagds, moved me emulsifies the oily coating upon the hairs of the beard 
audience war on its feet again, thi ine ha im and plumps them for easy shaving. 
Cater fo gst pel fo, “ers ilent far wa rm You will say after using Colgate’s that it is better 
pea dherself, draw-hurst into a fit of crying, or into a fit than you thought a shaving cream could be. 


ier way through somehow.” And COLGATE & CO, Established 1806 NEW YORK 
w Johti Smith enuld look to himself 

An officer of Marreno's army had ber by 
the arm, And he was watehing her 

miling, too, with a deliberate, open desire 

That wouldn't hurt her now hadn't hurt 
her. perhaps, since that time in Brusse 
n he had left her to save herself, an 

fat all, She had a right to her 

h went down, too 

he helped. ‘That was the wa 

ed. Nobody had cared 
fnnocent oF not, Ian 


“ah COLGATE & 0. 


eo vrs nsreNew York | 
Ploosa sre eter fectrial 
Five of Colguies Rapid Shave | 
2” Cream, tar beter, ensler shaving 


eet we baron had 
was making strange gros 
n't 

‘or farewell h 
id elk 

‘with av 
of resentment in. his tr 
ery murmur drew her attention 

hhattling, towards her 


ike a black, an 
now you shall 
a tritate tod 
the people's magi 
Impatient as they wer 
tod there mi 

iefore he came. saw him dimly at first 
He seemed to. come ‘distant 
seurity Tike an 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


0 


Why over 100,000 


| rate, as though warned, she turned quickly, 
spoke to her companion, and they were 
gone before the German could reach them. 
‘4A fresh inrush of people checked his pur- 


- | suit.” 1 sew him standing’ there, staring 
busy executives are free Seren eer meen let 
WENT to John Smith, And it was typ- 


from “cluttered desks”? [iia ita sraitt 


officials who had been kicking their heels in 
wait for him for hours, he received me 


‘Thousanps of men now keep their desks | Istanty. Tle even rose from the tered 
cleared for action! offered me his hand, and when I ignored 
i agree eee oie ies 


Over 100,000 of these ‘* doers" in busines 
keep their work moving because they have 
THE DICTAPHONE handy for instant use. 
As the morning mail is read they dictate 
to THE DICTAPHONE clear cut answers 
or notes to their secretaries, and their 
desks are cleared. 

When they have directions to give they 
outline them fully when the plan of work 


‘S| living than ever in that tanned and haggard 
setting—considered me with  quizzical 
kindliness 
I think it’s foolish of you to feel like 
that, Fitzroy, After ull, we can’t help our- 


wyself stammering in a sort of 
sullen, ludicrous self-defense 

“You nearly rode me down in the plaz: 

the other night, At least you wanted to, 

No, really,” he protested. “I didn't 

| recognize you. I was frightfully tired. I 

id been two days and nights without 


- cep, and [ had to wateh Marreno like 
is fresh in mind—then have the chance to | cat” Afterwards-‘well, you looked x0 oh 
finale and disapproving —". He 


see how their words look in cold type be- 
fore they're released. 


| laughed and I felt the blood rush to my 
face. “By the way, what do you disap- 
prove of, Fitzroy? Life? God? You've 
got all sorts of vague notions about pity, 
haven't you? But look here!” He t 
me by the arm and led me to th 
that overlooked the patio. “Those 
Marreno’s quarters, I'm sharing ho 
with him at present, ostensibly to be in 
Close ¢ i ly so that we can 
Well, if you 


Verbal arrangements or telephone con- 
versations are instantly repeated to THE 
DICTAPHONE. Their minds are never 
cluttered with half-remembered 
facts. 


ch detailed part of the day's work is carried 
forward by letter or memo as far as it can be, laid 
aside, then the next is taken up for like action, 


It’s the same method that enables hundreds of 
doctors, including many alists, to 
)speed their work and handle hundreds of cases in 
a day, by dictating to THE DICTAPHONE, notes 
about each patient, as fast as each successive 
examination establishes the facts. 

‘Thousands of executives 
in big corporations like 

Metropolitan Life 


re weaving all kinds of little schemes 
for my benefit. Assassination, perhaps. 
But Marreno would prefer to be a hero, 
And he'd like to eatch me alive and do to 
me what he did to Alvarer before he died. 
So it's more likely he'll try fighting. He's 
utterly irreconcilable—ambitious. without 
sins oF character, Obstacles like that 
he cleared out of the road, F 
There's no other way to build up an empire 
in this world, God knows that as well as 


‘i To" 
pie oe Central R. R. Why should you build up an empire?” 
National City Ban “ 


use it is the will of God.” 
that except to 
1 oF const 

sunt wa 


S. W. St 
Travelers Insuranice Co. | 
Lever Bros. (Lux and 


that he was either 
na 


Jt records what you Laetnat wd 

dawh Westinghouse Electric 
spon ety ‘s'mip Co 

son the cece use THE DicrarHone | 


in this way to speed 
safeguard their detail 
to get more time for cre- 
ative thinking, 


except, perhaps, I 
ring amusement, 


no. sign 
faintly 


her last night at the theater,” 
Have you come to warn me? 
Thad to.” 
“Why? Why not let the storm burst?” 
“You know why. Because it would 
burst over Lisbeth. It’s an incredible sit 


tion, but until she is out of danger I have 
no choice but to take your part,” 1 broke 
out involuntarily. "I'm afraid for 


heretorted haughtily. 
nger, she is safe.” 


‘There's no need, 
“Whoever else is in d 

1 laughed. 

*You talk about Goes will 
think that you were 
won't youn 


One would 


DICTAPAUNE . 


EG. U3. PAT. OFF, 


1k to his place at the littered 
table ted out aves Pibegtiae weer 

beautiful hands were clasped, he could not 
| and perhaps did not try t 

trembling. Another man, 
Know Ten Days! Relief froma Clut- acted @ fine self: 
tered Desk fundamentals he had And 
Check Here and Get there was a queer moving pathos in his 
FREE TRIAL INSTALLATION open fear for her. 

‘You may install THE. DICTAPHONE. “Of course [ve seen, Fitzroy” —he 
leaned towards me, his strange eyes seem- 
ing to draw me against’ my will into a 
profound in ‘sterribleand piti- 
able, too, isn’t she? You've known her all 
her life—better than I do. You know what 


Check below 
[>] Tix pieraPHo; 


Avene Dictaph 


13S" Raneau Street, New York Cty. 


‘Sty 
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I mean. So frail, as you say; so very frail 
Anything might break her~a blow, a sud- 
den shock. She might die when her baby 
‘comes, That's wha ‘mine 

time, isn’t it? That's why you don’t shoot 
me or go about telling the world the sort of 
fellow you think Lam. And yet I'm power 
less beside her. Obstinate—or strong? I 
don't know. But there's something here 

he laid his hand against his breast 

thing fine that I can’t move; perhaps that 
I don't want to move. And yet it might 
break my life.” 

Tlooked away from him, It was intoler- 
able that he should lay himself bare to me. 
Tt was disarming. | had to 
“This man is a murderer whi 
not only the woman you love b 
women beyond forgiveness,” and 
then could feel nothing but a dull disbelief. 

‘And as though he knew the thoughts tha 

passing through my mind, he asked 
ly, "You know I love her 
Yes,"" [answered with bitte 
ve you do, 
That seemed to be all he wanted, for 
moment afterwards he went on with'a cool 
factness: 
that you and I have got to pull to- 
As regnrds Pula I could have her 
But 


eth 
arrested and sent out of the country 
T couldn't stop her talking and I ha 
mies enough to spread the news. It would 
he best for you to see her.” He saw my 
flash of incredulous resentment and went 
on delibe Tam not afraid of her. 
If you must, n bring her here. Bu 
take a message from me first. Ask 
what she wants, Iam not personally rich 
in money, but I could raise enough to 

her, Tam prepared to buy her uff 
rate until Lisbeth is out 

here 


ped and became dangerous, 
to her that I have unlimited power here 


“Explain 


‘ll her that Lisbeth is my wife, Anyor 
ho attempts to touch her position T shal 

Tean nd Twill 

m. I believe that 

thought into his mind which he 

banished t not utterly, He 


changed tone: "I do not want 
that to happen. I always liked Paula. She 
has more courage in her little finger than 
ten men, und we had great days together 
her T have not forgotten. 

He took it for granted that I would go, 
And L remember looking him up and dow: 
feeling my helplessness, and wondering why 
in heaven I couldn't loathe him. 

“I'm just another tool to you," I 

He smiled. 

“A very fractious one, 
that that is a matter for reproach 
Tools are a necessity. Even a Raph 


added in 


Well, I don't see 


to have a paint box, I suppose. If 1 
do without other ‘men and women —I 
would, You ean be sure of that. As to 
a'and me —we should simply strike 
ks out of each other. And even you 


t want a conflagration at the moment 


I have spies 
‘Marreno's camp. 
Twill let you know 


iddress. 


‘Suppose I fail? 
You won't. But in any case T shal 
send Lisbeth up to Chevaga, out of r 
All this turmoil is bad for her. I know that 
ell as you do.” 
“Wherever you are there will be turmoil 
You is made up of nothing else.” 
He shrugged rather seornfully 
“You mean that wherever there is action 
there is violence, Well, action is. life 
‘Those volcanoes out there when they 
dead and cold this earth will be so much 
hearer itsend. ‘They have destroyed peo 
and cities. So shall I perhaps. It's 
evitable. It has always been inevitable 
“In the end you will destroy Lisbeth 
He turned full on me. His face 
white but perfectly expressionless, 
suppose you are trying to shake my 
faith in ou should know me 
wing Lisbeth a poor 
big —bigger than you 
re made her happy —and I shall 
happy. Don't delude yourself, 
She made no mistake. “I'm her 
man as no one else could have been. When 
she has her child—when all this is over 
she will see clearly that I had no choice. 
‘The things that fret, her now will fall into 
their place. ‘That is" —suddenly the color 
poured into his face like a released tide and 
Continued on Page 113 
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Continued from Page 110 
I realized that he had been speaking under 
a violent restraint unless vu have so 
poisoned her mind, so 
own trivial vision 

I was too startled to answer, 
moment_his whole aspect ha 
ugain. The charm of that contri 
like a flood of generous w 
over me. I can feel now the 


breath about fighting a mist. I 
our conversation became pt 
persuade 
ecessary, and 
pr nt’s re 


ded her with y 


Tell her,” he said finally, “that what 

in the end is of no interest to 1 

eren t through with her was 
th of us and nothing 


deliberately exerted strength 2 m She kr that. Her time for bar- 

tion. He put his arm over my 1 gaining is shor 

for the life of me I could not aken ” I remembered Paula and wondered, but 

myself free I said nothing and we parted abruptly. Or 
There! You're the very devil, Fitzroy. the threshold of the antechamber I ran into 

You've made me sor And lve never the bar But he was quarreling with a 

been sorry about anything. Of course I Quetzelangan official and did not even sec 

trust you, damn you! J me 

the t, even fi H gre voice med through the 


crowded room, thick and shaken with anger 
But I must speak to him—I must! Tell 
m that I saw her and that I will not ber 


afraid you'll make a mi 
honest, unselfish people are more 
than an army of lunatic 


“What do you want me to do?” I asked nsible 
grimly. “Tell Lisbeth—and try to catch And then as I looked back I saw him 
her on the rebound for myself?” catch his opponent by the collar and swing 


“Well, at least I could fight you then,” 
he retorted. “Ai I su 
could get me married to her accord 
your own trumpery little la 
thank God and go’in peace 
That seemed 
nswer, and he sighed 


feet and toss him into the gaping 
an importunate cur. He himself 
ding down the corridor towards 
al’s room, and even the armed 


nd said hing TO BE CONTINUED) 
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Har Face War Smati and the Color af Death. Mer Red-Gold Mair, Caught in the Sunshine, Became an Aureole 


UPPOSE Pauls had ben fn that room only a few“ Laaw you a the thea He seat you to threat me then?” 
« the irit might have heen through its con met him! Do LT couldn't make up my mind “And you let yourself do dirty work like that 
i int ne ne ld have ted Testape ter thing 0 about» mang : 
i tom ea cht pets satin el pm Anyhow, 1 dil'tdoelther. I saw someone flere me anpeace. 
‘ iwi ill ie matt come oat pow." 
: Wo Wag pol Wess er et Coot t's 
conpeniunate Unarnen Bute ks «Then how did you know where lived?" yon gut. a game wih he nd no one cares teu 
JT never knew what had happened to her in those few “1 told the general I had seen you and he gave me your what becomes of my end of it. Always —alwa) Awe 
wrecked beauty of her face, Physically she was better fed, Her eyes dropped. 1 could tell by her mouth and the just to keep alive.” Whether she knew it or not, she had 
pi sorbent ad wen ber tants Spall’ ete cewbing of ter hand tht alfdy we had fenced tren pleading, aplalning, apogsing. “Now she brut 
reed Kero ererything Se bad the look the ve curienaly Parley. We took our plac at it loo She banged Ce table eit her lente ft. i 
of haves ben plunged i's tibeerable wate ex pore face bncame ly with all the ugines of her lit. 
that che shrank from herself with a kind of nervous horror So he sent you.” fairly screamed at me. “Well, | ean look after myself now 
id, holding my hand between Ye and I will, I'm his wife. 1 rather fancy mysel! sitting u; 
gat rane Reker fon ld “Whyte come himself? tren that bor with Mim. Thane wenerds would stn 
i her fall mut He thought (er oot to Tht Like of ts--ahe's youne and prey, ut with a 
splained: “Not hat Chat “He way aa Daf pain lok wel enoagh rma data. Te 
eft eres ‘Dut {think home mus be where some “Yes T thnk s0—a Eta—of hoth of you," i him He being Senora Pre 


I interrupted. "He won't acknowled 
r his world down ubout his ears and 


mean to be. It just slipped ne else. It saved time. What did he tell you “It's no use, 


you. You could t 


know, Perhaps you didn 


heap of clothes off a chair to make room f Twas to ask what you w you wouldn't move him. His wife 
ito wt a cowmetic-littered table, her fa At that she laughed loudly and ironically. “Ah, his wile! 
ands, watching me with her haggard Lots of things. 1 will tell you presently “Let thut pass for once. She is his wife in my eyes 
Somehow I knew I'd find you here, Hard hit, weren't to sce him. to tallc over old times — Bruase perhaps in yours — certainly in hie, Give him hindue. He's 
you? She n jour sister or—na, nefer mind and that dear old general who saved my life for me, That mad and bad, if you like; but his marriage to you meant 
hat. Dh u haf sald how do you do. might amuse him. nothing to him. It was a form—a convenience to you 
Tell me, when By the nest boat? “Don't you see yourvelf that no good could come of such both. You needed each other's help 


4 meeting? You're frightfully bitter, Heaven knows you I wasn't being honest and my dishonesty was a bad 
» work my passage. We haves right to be! But you know him as well at Ido, and blunder. She sprang to her feet, looking down on me with 
you nice, respectable Englishman, that he sticks at nothing. He won't spare you or anyone a boundless passion of resentment. 
But I said I'd do it, didn't 17 How did you find me out?” — else who gets in his way. And this isn't England, (Continued on Page 32, 


(Continued from Page 30) 
“fly a lie! ve been about with men— I'm a bad lot, 
But L wouldn't haf married him —not to save him or me or 
thin whole Hlthy world unless Ihad cared. And if you think 
that’s nonsense it’s because you're a fool."* 
a fool, anyway,” I xaid, and sat stil, looking 
ly inte her distorted face. “And now Fl tell 
uth too. 1 don’t eare about John Smith, or 
hout mywelf. I'm terribly sorry for you. But it 
She's going to have a child. s 
ears this now well, it might make all 
‘That'n why I've come.” You wee, V was to 
wr otien, and E love hi 
el ott a chaiew ane hil let, She was like 
that had been so violently misused that no 
wuld judge any more whether the notes struck would 
‘ng out hartnony or a hideous jangle. And the thought of 
wth hearing binehild may’ have been the last intolerable 
‘Phe ringged bonds * personality 


digtraught, 


taken refage 
whole pack of you. 
W you what 1 want, and 
ny right my rights my 
e muck. He helped to put 
toe there. Hee squewsed me down in it, And now if it oomes 
‘out af my bones, out of my eyes and mouth, that’s his 
Jookuut."” 


either 
of you, 
1 want 


He's too 


u're only running yourwif into danger. 
ue fur you 

“Hs lie? Le Ie 
ime. It 


We'll see, 


1 hafn’t been in a war for 
You find the other 
‘weak link, and I've found his, I'm not going to him, 
(9 uing this Lisbeth straight.” She laughed wildly, 
hi, that gets you, doesn’t it? Men and their fine 
chivalty! Oh, yes, their own women—that’s one thing; 
but the omen nobody's women— kiek them into 
‘ake way for our fine ladies, You think, 
t's it nakier? She's lont, anyway. A bit more or less 
Offer hor money, threaten her, she's used to, 
it’ Well, so Lam. But now I’m fed up, and you ean clear 
‘out and tell him #0," 
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1 think she meant to show me out with a magnificent 
gesture of rage und scorn, But instead she sat down op- 
posite me and began to ery. She eried like a man, heavily, 
terribly and almost tearlessly, as though channel of 
tears had long since been walled up and had to be broken 
down stone by stone. And Lcould donothing. I dared not 
even lay my hand on her. ‘There was a sort of bigness 
about her that forbade a trivial gesture of compassion, 
And though [ still pleaded with her, it was without hope, 

“Be fair to me, at any rate. T didn’t come here to 
threaten you. I wouldn't ask you for anything that would 
hurt you, not even to save Lisbeth. That wouldn't be fair 
tw her. Lonly asked you for time-to hold your hand for 
a few weeks. I've told you why I asked. 1 thought per- 
haps if you knew-well, that T bad nothing to gain, 
either that Ud had my share of pain —' 

She looked up at me. Her eyes were dry now, and very 
hard and bright. For 4 moment she had attained pose of 
curious detachme 

“I'm sorry ~ yes, 1 am—sorry I'm not sorry, anyhow, 
1 dare say & few years hwwk say, before the Brussels 
episode I'd haf given in. But, you see, I'm messed up 
altogether, I'm smashed. ‘Ther’s nothing left for me but 
to smash up everyone elec. ‘There was a fellow called 
Samson, You may haf heard of him. When they made 
‘things too beastly for him he just pulled their temple about: 
hie eure and got himelf decently buried in the rains 
‘That's what I'm going to do.” 

Taw whet obo iarant 1 wih teal ane ttle od 
A-sort of vur in the end-—a magnificent climax that 
would give her buck her self-respect, cover her rotten 
squandered life with a memorial pile of disaster. And 1 
saw, too, that she was immovable, T gut up and she rose 
with me, not without. ienity. 

“Go in and marry her,” she said, “Don't be a fool. 

It's you who are the fool,” T answered. 

She made # face. 

“T'venefer mot decent people,” she said. “I don’t beliet 
there are any. Tdon't belief in you. ‘That's the trouble. 
Idid—at first, I thought—ob, well, I thought you'd just 
come to say how d'you do. But after all, you only wanted 
‘something, You're lke the rest.” 

‘So that was it. Not John Smith or even Lisbeth, but 
just that for « moment she had believed in a disinterested 


February 16,1924 


Kindliness and been mistaken. And I was as ashamed as 
though I had struck her across her unguarded face—too 
ashamed even to say good-by or look at her, But as 1 
passed her she laid her band on my arm. 

“Marreno's smarter than you'd think.” shesaid. “He's 
asnake. Tell John Smith to look out.” 

‘And then violently she slammed the door. 


oexery 


ELE HAD siven carta oer concerning me. From the 
stream of uniformed men that eddied and swirled 
noisily through the vestibule | was picked out by an officer 
of his legion and led through empty passages and up a 
broad stairway to a colonnade that overlooked the patio. 
‘The place was very quiet and dark. The slender Moorish 
columns made a frame for a tranquil picture of starlight 
and low, flat roofs, above whieh a palm tree lifted a dream- 
like sithouette. T could hear music and voices, but they 
were dim and far off and only deepened my sense of having 
stepped into a strange world where reulity itself became 
‘unreal and fancies were the very stuf! of life. A faint, be- 


even my guide spoke in an undertone. 
‘The general would be with me in a 
man wus yone, like a stone dropped 
into black pool, I remained where he had left me, 
motionless ‘of the column which seemed to 
last for w little in that, mysterious 
too, had stained peace of a sort, That 
vig wih Pi in had been like a bitter ascent to w new 
‘of understanding. I saw now that there comes a 
point beyond which no human being can help another, where 
ah ota sa ad fi Hil | Ac wand ts sek 
1 had been wrong. Tn 8 way I had wronged 
‘Smith had said, she was big enough to carry 
had had no right to try to take it 
her. Even if the knowledge of his treachery bore 
her physical strength and killed her, spiritually she 
remain unshaken, And that, after all, was what 
‘suppose the truth is that I had given 
‘idea of happiness altogether, I had given it up for 
long since, and now I gave up hers too. Happiness 
(Continued on Page 34) 


Has 


GH 
i 


34 
Continued from Page 32 
wasn't our concern, It was a sort of will-o'-the-wisp 
hia here, except perhaps to misery and disgrace 
have lived bravely and straightly, not to have funked 
era di that was 4 man’s consolation at the end. It 
Lidn't matter so much when of how the end ean 
could think that of himaelf 
And Lisbeth wouldn’tfunk, She was safe from the only 
A w Teould think of her without restraint, with 
nite tenderness, as a fellow traveler, Just be I 
d given life, even for her, U had become 
free, And nner and absolute {reed 
T heard the soft opening of a door, So naked were my 
wnsibitities at that moment that [ knew before I saw her 
ald have known had I been blind. She came, quiet as 
a shadow verge of the colonnade and stood looking 
t into th nw hand resting on the base of a ator 
ea white, fallen flower. She did not see me, 
less in the dark, and just then at least I could not 
ha J, For to meshe was the loveliness of all lovely 
things, She was human goodness itself, ar 
her was consolation and roasaur Hi, inde 
truggled up from some poor ape, then to look at her, so 
ari a kindly and so. wine with a 
wawlom of her own, was to know how far we had ce 
how nothing was impossible to us, Because of her I 
bell ultimate and perfect fulfillment 
It istrue I loved her, But love isnot blind, It is 
1 very young. The dark smoothed out 
the ich had been drawn too soon under her 
"y! vet she was not a giel—not the Lisbeth 
who had been my playmate. ‘The grave 
face lifted to the starlight was full of a 
knowledge that touched me to the heart 
‘of premonition, as though she stood prow 
and prepared: but wistful, too, before the 
disclosing of some final mystery 
poke her vame. She turned, not 


a start, but quietly, as though she 
I had been there long time 


mit in thought, a 


gether dry voi 


black and 
not have rea 
©, guzing: at each other 
and I knew that the old bar 


toadfast 


rier between us was 


Did T frighten you, Lisbeth?” 
No. I waa thinking of Stopeborough, 
Ue seemed natural, Lalmost knew 


ame here to meet your husband. 


I thought you would be down there 
scrnowhero in ull that crowd." 

He didn't want me to come. He 
thinks I'm not st It ian't that 
Reaily, I'm very strong, you know. But 
Twas glad quiet. Tthoughtit would 


to be alone and list 
c that made 


tothe music 
me think of 


Porhapashewasrememberingthat night 
when wehadwalked home from the Assem- 
ly Rooms with the last walta that we h 

ogother singing in our Pe 


emed youngagaininthathalflight —justaboy 
hard to believe it’s the same world.” 
stars are the same—everywhere.” 


T suppose sad people h 
ught all down the ages, 


ve been comforted hy that 
fsbeth.” 

Tightly. But though I had passed 
And 


beyond the rea 1, L was very pitifully huna 


memory got my heart between its claws, and my voice fell 
and betrayed me, I felt herdraw back from me. But not 
anger. In some strange way we were both too far re 
Wo were talking tocach other like people 

mi, Euan? This ia such an unhappy 


$ anyone really hap) 
He must have alms 
Old Stonebs 
ing, Euan 


And after all, it is an unhappy 
thing new. In the end he may 


or moment 


way off, Thisis only the begin 
ning, [thal real poace would be the end for him, E 

Well, but hewill make peace for you, He told me—you 
are going to Chevaya, aren't you? ‘Th ly English 
and Amoricans there, It will be like home 


Then L saw hor hands and that they we 


T'm #0 afraid 
Lisbeth 
‘Oh, not of things, not of these people, Though, of 
course, sooner or later they will try todo us harm, I'm 


‘The Grave Face Li 
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thinking of my baby, Ei It’s terrible to 


an pring anyone 


into such a world, with people killing and hating one an- 
other, It isn't fair, 
“But, Lisheth, fighting is life, You used to think 90.” 


She smiled as though she were trying not to let me see 
that she was crying secretly 

T've been all round life since then. 
unjust to you, I've meant t 
been too difficult, T though 
It was the war. And men glorify such strange things. I 


I wasn’t just. Twas 
often —but it has 
ou were weak and cowardly 


hope my baby will be a little girl, Euan.” 
She hardly knew what she was saying—least of all that 
she was saying it to me. I was the shadow of someone 


id, and too full 


whom she had trust er heart w 
T see what you meant now, And that's why I want 
you to go away, I mustn't see if I'm to xo on, and you 


to the Starlight War Pull of a Knowl 


“1 wish Thad never had to come," T anawered. “1 wish 
Teould go. But I'm not fre 
She turned full on me, challenging me with her own 


loyalty and truth, 


“What isit, Euan? I've always known there was some- 


thing I didn't understand, Can't you tell me 
Pha not possible: not yet. 1 was bound bya strange 
yalty to him, He himself, I knew, had neve 

fore uny treachery that was necessury to his 

ambitions. Still, if T had struck him suddenly, without 
warning, he would have m nd. So I told he 
a part truth. 1 e wounds I was 


I distracted her attention to the story 
the son of a rich Quetzelangan family, who 
tlying native hovel and whose mother 


attending secretly 
of a mere boy 
was dying in an 


knew and dared not come to him lest her husband should 
be compromise 

Even in that half light I saw the passionate, generous 
color rush up into her cheek 


“But she must see h 


n. What d 


ference can it make? 


A mete child—I will ask my husband —" 
And there she faltered and the color was gone again 
That hour by the tortured little Quetzelangan soldier rose 


between us like an ironie specter. 

“He would give me the whole world, 
passionately; “but not that 

said, “If a man sets out to conquer 

e must put mercy and even justice behind 

# if his ends are great enough he is justified.” 

to look at me with a strange, pathetic litte 


she exclaimed 


smile, 
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“You are very fair, Euan. And aman, too, for all that 
Even you perhaps could get lost in an abstract principle 
ich would let you do incredible things. Being a woman 


in different. I should always have tot life first." 
“Is that th mportant thing 
the most import 

upon us. It brought ose to each 


other that I wasafraid. I began to talk of other things of 
aunt's death, my wor! 


village 

I suppose I must haye been enough. But 
all the time T was listening for John Smith's step on the 
colonnade. I felt that the peace had A tension, 


nae of an impending culumity, was in the quiet. 1 had 

mpelling desire to get Lisbeth away from this place at 

all costs. But she seemed unconscious of any change. She 
listened with a grave attentiveness 

I think you, at any rate, must be 

happy, Euan.” I could not’ have an 


swered, and she understood and aske 
“Can't you forget me 
desperate sorrowfulness. 1 
hea 


with a sort of 


T don’t want t 
work that sutisties 


everything was well with you I could go 

“But it is—it is, It must be. Why, I 
have everything, Wealth, position —love 
too, Idon't think many wor e 


Bus 
And perhap 


ago T 


much loved us 1 ar 
sort of genius for it 
had lived thre 

have given it back with all m: 
soul. But—ob, 1 


isn't wise for aw 


hundred year: 


tif they are the thoughts of « new 
L said haltingly—“‘if it is because 
cow have begun todream your own di 
that we have become ashamed 


She made alittle movement 


T guessed 


that she had seen something beneath in 
the darkness that Thad not seen, A door 
opened, letting through a flood of light 
garden, and as swiftly close 

again. A man passed rapidly betweer 
the arches. I recognized him, and even 
I did so a woman’s figure aged 
itself from the shadow and went to meet 


fancy b 
of an 


made some gesture of warn 
The next min 
ther. In the 

murmur of 


y impatience 
# they were merged te 
hot stiliness I could hear t 


her voice, thick, shaken with passion 
That wus the disaster then. I m 
have felt ber, like an evil thing, lurkin 
there in the darkness, waiting. My im 
pulse was to throw myself in front of 
Lisbeth, to cover her eyes with my hand. 
But it was too late. She hud seen, And 
for all my lo seemed to me at that 
moment as tragically fe 
That ple are, I could not help her. Ouly in 
my imagination could 1 go down with her 
into the bitte velat 
She gave no sign at all 
hallenge instantly, leap 5 
She turned. Her eyes demanded no less from me, He 
voice was level 
Tthink Twill go buck now, Euan. My rooms are quite 
close. Perhaps you would help me. Tam a little tired 
after all 
T gave her my arm. Her hand rested on it without a 
tremor, In one sense she was U It was those twd 
who had to be protected, their disgrace shielded from m 
eyes. Thelieve that her first reaction wis one of a chival 
rou regret, as though she had pri ertently into a 
passion that was no concern of hers. Only after the firs 
few steps she began jae—to feel the full weight ard 
wee of the blow. Even then it was only her bod 
that failed a little 
As we reached the end of the colonnade he met us. He 


nad been run L 
way and their stealthy 
beth’s But she seemed blindly unaware o 
ront of her she only t 
this hand out 


im. Even when he stoo 
aside a littl like a sleepwalker 


touched her and she stopped, Fr moment onwa 
ier docility was absolute and must have tortured him. It 
wasas though her mind had withdrawn itself, He could do 
what he chose 

He looked from one to the other of us. It was almost 


& quality of i 
to emanate a light 
He knew that I had 


dark wher and yot he 
fanned to its full force that seme 
about him. And he knew instantly 


Continued on Page 62) 
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become hostile and strong, The cool, fierce 
Keenness of his expression changed to a sar- 
donic humor, as though he found himself 
caught in & trap that was at once tragie and 
horribly funny. 
jarreno’s moved sooner than 1 ex- 
pected,” he suid briefly, “In a few min- 
lites this place will be surrounded, I have 
been warned. 

His eyes rested on Lisbeth’s face. They 
must have been difficult to resist in their 
imperiousness. But I do not think she saw 
him. And without a word, with a famished 
movement that was y 

tenderness, he drow h 
lifting her like child 

"Come, too,” he onde 
sake quietly.” 

T obeyed. Whether Lisbeth had fainte 
or not I did not know. But T was going 
‘with her. And f could afford to marvel at 
his strength. ‘Though he was neither tall 
nor obviously athletic, he carried her with 
such ease, holding her against his Iyreast; 
and even then, with death or worse hot at 
our heels, L knew that he was fighting for 
her with all the passion and magnetism of 
Which he stood possessed. I saw his lips at 
her var. I heard the stream of tenderness 
which he poured over her, and for all its 
headlong sneerity, it was the tenderness of 

who knows his power and 


tohim, 


dj “and for God's 


So we passed like ghosts down unlit cor 
ridors and through an unguarded side door 
ato an empty street. He had not acted te 
soon. A party of armed men swung round 
the street comer at the double, bearing 

upon the palace. ‘They had come out 

from shadow into the moonlight, 

id did not see us. as we stepped back into 

protect As T looked 
r them f saw them break up into. 

sentries take their stand at the very 


the 
dl 


y men and 
en eleverer than 
the fight on 


not 
His mind was 
ous conflict, 
crowded 
deur 
allow him, 


neerned 
set on some other more dange 
yet there were men in th 
nbly who trusted him, and 
from all the ends of the 


faltering precision. And when at last we 
were driven out into a thoroughfare he set 
Lisbeth to her feet and spoke to her with a 
gentle authority 

You must walk now. Lean on me. 

your hair, ‘There's only one woman 
with such hair in Quetzelango.”” 

Even then he could pay her a gallant 
compliment, bending over her with that 
mastering ailorution. And though she matte 
no answer, she responded bra 
‘ered is gay unifo 


ing each other good 
f ourselves, Fitzroy." 
passed the street, crowded with 
demaltory pleasure seekers, un. 
aware iis yet that their brief peace was al- 
sendy im atone, arm in arm Mice any oth 
pair of lovers. And'I walked close in fro 
PE thie, trying t0 shelter thera, for 
anition would have lost us all, 
fre of the crowd, back in th 
ide streets, he lifted her in his arms 
) mocking her a little for being so small 
ight. had passed out of reach and 
tie knew, and there was na laughter in his 
face now. But it was implacably resolute. 
name finally to the shabby outskirts 
ity. Here, Lremembered, the baron 
had been quartered, and for a reason that 
was now dear to me. He at uny rate was 
con the line of re But the house might 
have been his own choice. -LUwas like him. 
self. In the unwholesome moonlight it had 
& look of laxt magnificence and bold, share 
lem: decay. He opened the decrepit door 
to us. He wax flagrantly drunk and in his 
shirt sleeves, but booted and spurred. The 
bedroom behind him was littered with the 
accouterments of a. swagger cavalryman 
and the smell o 
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(Continued from Page 34) 
spirits, But I will say this for him: He 
recognized us and was sober. He pulied us 
in, shutting the door and locking it. Before 
he had asked « single question he had thrust 
himself into his tunic and was buekling on 
his sword belt 

“Our friend Marreno, hein 

John Smith set his burden down 
on the squalid bed. He ran his han 
her hair, smoothing its disorder as the 
nothing else mattered to him, 

“Yes: he was nearly too smart for me. 
He has a thousand men inside the palace 
by this time. But I was warned —as, of 
course, L knew Eshould be warned.” 

“What naw?” 

“Decies in safe. Ihave told him to with: 
draw the men out of the eity to Antora. T 
shall rejoin him there and we can choose our 
moment to settle with Marreno finally, But 
i there are any strugulers tonight, yell, 
they won't straggle again, poor devils.” 

‘And your wile, general?” 

“You and Fiteroy will ride with her to 
San Juan, You have horses. You know 
the road, "There are native troops up there, 
and a #eore oF 80 of our own men —enough 
to protect you if they should think of ut- 
tacking you. But they won't. You should 
get through easily. They've hardly realized 
T'vegot away. ‘The roads will be unguarded 
for another hour at least. 
about yourself? 
es will be hore soon. 


rently 
over 
gh 


I shall got 


od!” The baron adjusted his mill. 
tary cap to the correct angle 1 saw him 
glance at himself in a cracked fragment of 
glass on the dirty wall. He looked a de 
hed ruffan, but perhaps he caught a 
nder-waisted dandy of ti 
goons he had ance been. Our eyes m 
and he grimaced resignedly. ““Glawben Si 
nur, Herr Graf, unter den Linden 1 was the 
devil of a fellow." : 
“* Retter saddle up," John Smith ordered. 
If there is anyone hanging round shoot 
him —or choke the life out of him. W. 
run no risks." 
‘The baron nodded and 
mith turned to me. 
ne old ironie gayety was in his eves 
bout him which 
me win always winced at 
sight of pain beyond help. 
Well, at any rate I'm 
glad you were there, Fitara 
ind you will make her understand."” 
as audacious —and well judged. He 
challenged me to be fair. And perhaps b 
as Lisbeth said, T'was a man, too, 1 
not fail ae 1 


John 


Hescemed undaunted 


went out. 


onfoundedily 
‘You unde 


weapons. Nor could he be fastidious, 
for that matter, had he ever been. Even 
ow L could see in him a sort of indignant 
and impatient batlement at the realization 
that such things could matter or count 
against the magni of his purpose 
He turned from me to Lisbeth, She had 
noved, but sat where he had pla 
jer hands folded in her lap, her 
composed into a look of remote ‘and i 
ht. The features were 


arp. 
Tt was as though it had been fined 


down to the bone, and I think he saw clearly 
for the first time what I had always seen 
the lines of a strength and an implacability 
lows than his own. He went to her and 
sat beside her, gathering her hands in hi 
hating them as though be found th 
You saw us, didn 
spy, Lisbeth, Uhad t 
coin she wanted. It 
But she made no answer, Sh 
seem to hear, and be let her go and stood 
up violently,” He began to talk then as 1 
had never heard him talk, as 1 should 
have believed impossible to his cool self- 
confidence, pacing backwards and forwards, 
raging at us both, We were fools, blind 
bigots, Masphemers. We had the minds of 
a London suburb; we would sell our Gad 
for a twopenny convention. Didn't we 
see didn’t we understand that this was 
the hour of destiny in the history of a whole 
continent? Didn't we know that he was to 
turn savagery and chaos into peace and 
order? Didn't we know that there 
men in every state of Central America 
awaiting his signal to throw in their forces 
on the side of unity? A kind of heroie elo- 
quence poured from him. He spoke like a 
man inspired ¢ pat new human begin- 
nings—of art and poetry that were to be 
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reborn on this virgin soil, of effete nations 
that were to make way for this empire of 
adventuring and daring men. He had 
vision, a foree of self-expression that even 
in the heat of passion he was using delib- 
erately, and that swept me likea tidal wave 
from my judgment. I forgot our wretched 
surroundings, the apparent ludicrousness 
of his powers, the imminent danger in 
which we all stood. like a drawn 
sword, flashed before my eyes, dazzling and 

stupefying me, 
“And now, at the turning point 
want to trip me up and hobble me.” You 
me by the standards of 


we and die like flies, who 
‘other god but their res ty, 
their miserable anwmic virtues. You are 


slaves, you and your fears and your pit 
and your scruples. But Lam free and all 
it will fallow mne to the end of time 

spoke of himself as of something fun- 
ial and eternal. And he was saved 
uence by an absolute belief, 
Yet I knew that he had never theorized be- 
fore concerning his destiny, had never 
stopped for a moment to justify himself 
Tn desperate haste he was building up this 
splendid edifice. He offered it to her. He 
held the doors open. 

even look. She was stin 

“Lisbeth!” 


He cried out to her. But she 
little movement of the hands 
weary. 

“Tam very tired. I should like to go 
somewhere where it is very quiet. You see, 
T have to think of my baby 


“Fitzroy, she’s il 
“What else do you expect? 
ly 


T asked bit- 


baron threw open the door. Our 
lepended on his quickness. Hut we 

had forgotten, 
“All ready." he said, grinning. “We'll 
show them a clean pair'of heels, Decies is 


her 
Tsaw the 
the threshold 
“Withdrawing in good order, general. 1 
had hurd work keeping the men from falling 
on the palace then and there. But street 
Fighting at night wouldn't suit our book. I 
told them we were going to play for a clean 
sweep, 
John S 
ing at me. 
* Will she stand the journey 
“Goal knows.” 
“Well, it can't be helped now 
take her chance. Go ahead 
hanige horses 
‘out and mounted. 1 


volonel’s immaculate figure on 


ith did not answer, He was look 


She must 
You must 


with Lisbeth in his arme. Tle lifted her up 
tome. Ou anil I shook my head 
significanth 
n't he helped either. 
She liy quietly across my saddle and 


st my shoulder. With my one art 
I knew that 1 could not hold her there for 
Jong, but that moment seemed to wipe aut 
erything that I had suffer 
a little at the unreasoning 
piness T could not. hide, 
infirmity 
“Till win yet, Fitzr 
enaugh. But you'l tal 
make her understand th 
in the world for me. 


little at my 


You're not strong 
her. You'll 
t there's no one 


allright, Better be going, gen 


But he would not move. We rode at # 
harp trot to the end seed 

‘k und he was still standing there, The 
moon rising over bis shoulder threw out h 
huge shadow across the dead-white roud- 
way. It was his only companion, sinister 
and ironic. 


aexv 


ERODE all night, There was no ques- 

tion as to what Lisbeth could bear. It 
was what we had todo, There was no piace 
of rest or safety for us till we reached San 
Juan, For an hour I carried her. 1 gave 
myself that hour, not thinking any mor 
shutting off past’ and future. ‘The baron 
rode ahead on the winding trail, and as the 
moon went dawn darkness hid us, and she 
and I were alone together in an empty 
world. She may have slept. More likely 
aan instinet of self-preservation had induc 
sort of numbness. She, too, had ceased to 
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AbBotile of Milk is a Bottle of Health 


buy health 
by the bottle 


ws can buy health i bottles at any 
restaurant, cafeteria, soda fountain, 
refreshment counter or dairyman 
Just ask for a hottle of mulk—ehe on 
perfect food thatcan alone sustain! 


Delicious, economical, body: building 
—that’s a bottle of milk 

Deinkmorehottled milkevery day, Be 
causcbottled n anand protect: 
ed, Be me a Thatcher 
Milk Bottle, Because Thatcher 


Milk Bottles are full-measure bottles. 
Thatcher manufacture prevents un 
der 


bottles and assures you an 
hhonexe quart or pint. That is why 
over oi of the largest dairies in 
Amenca use Thatcher Bottles. 


Call or see your milk desler tray. Ask 
Ihinv if he uses Thatcher full measure bot 
thes: Insist har your milk be delivered in 
Thatcher Bottles. Look for the Thatcher 
fiprint an the bowtle’s lowe 


ELAUIRA, NEW YORK 


ior Ubaliy Mik Bou 


THATCHER 


BOTTLES MILK 
Heya Taga 
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(Continued from Page 62) 
struggle and gave herself passively to the 
tvente One hand,” half tlenchedy rested 
‘against my teas, like the hand of a tired, 
confiding child, Yet she was a woman, and 
‘ven thitt touch bad the secretstrength, the 
Inyatic compassion of a woman, [was not 
the protector. Perhaps no man has ever 
realy proceed 8 woman He. pla 
part as an imaginative boy will 
hero, but it is al ie the woman Ah at 
theend of the game draws him, half smiling, 
to her breast, shielding him from life. ne 
neecl of her ii her only need of him, 
And yet, knowing that, it charmed away 
jeadiy weariness of ny boxy to thin! 
that at least she was at peace with me. 
‘It.was not her pain but mine that roused 
her finally. She made me let her ride alone 
‘con the spare horse, and while I walked be 
side her, her hand would drop to my shoul- 
prewing it gently, assuring me that 
thing was well with her, She hardly 
and when she did it was in a low 


ii. Por first she asked me to 
not say for what—and 


mu, becataxe you ough to be glad.” She 
a deeply, It was ax though her body 
inst her, will, without her 


mit my arm about her. Her pain ran 
alt through my nerves. 
how hot that night was, ‘The 
ind ws sent out a h 
Hh. The loose stones scorched 
pwards morning, before the 
‘ash-hued veil after another 
intains, a bicter chill 
th, descended upon 
ioe obbed. We wore at the bottom af 
our vitality. [saw the baron pull up sud- 
tienly and Took baek at us 
“Something queer bere,” hexaid, "There 
‘outpost, Wait.” 
He went to the edge of 
wer something, that 
heap of dirty. disearded eloth- 
ing. After & moment's hesitation he lifted 
into the bushes. He came 
wiping his great hands on his tunic. 
In the unearthly morning light he looked! 
old and fallow, 
“He's overreached himself this time. 
amething happened. — Heaven 
Know 
My gesture stopped him. 
beth'a glance that was startlingly compas: 
(with « shrug of his shoulders 
sl. A fow yards farther on we came 
‘oad that led from the eamp 
ds, and it was empty and 
silent with a silence that was not of sleep, 
No trotting peddlers, no soldiers on the 
Somewhere, somehow the stream 
tivity had been cut short. dared not 
lear inthe face, but felt tat my 
nting me step by ste 
Bln Tin fae wo thc en Toon 
nflageation above the Fim of t 


my feet 
sun rose und o1 


has 


He threw Lise 


cence into u heap of black and smoldering 
Aostrange figure cath 


shattered archway to 


gut from under the 


erimy. 
looking, with sunken, eves in 
whieh of hell still seemed to linger, 
Ne syayed ashe walked, But he was game 
represible gameness of him was 
10 his identity. As to us, T 
don’t think he knew who we were, or eared. 
Respect for persons wax probably not 
deeply ingrained in him at the best of times, 
and now his familiarity was such that it 
must have stirred up red rage in the baron's 
Prussian spirit. He almost leaned against 
that officer's hore, feebly 
Well,” he said, 


i 
‘you've missed a picnic 
il no mistake. Like old times.” 


Then he saw Lisbeth, 


Under other 


His 
ireumstances 


\w dropped. 


could have 


Look ‘ere, you can’t, 

tidy. "Not tit tor lidies,” ‘Take "er back, 

aul ck, sedior. It'sa beastly mess, that’s wot 
ts. 


EVENING POST 


‘The baron caught him by the shoulder 


‘oi hat shappeneds Whereare tert?” 


Finney made no resistance, When the 
baron had finished shaking him be recov- 
‘ered his equilibrium with difficulty, but 
Without resentment. 

"Well some of us ure here and some of us 
aren't. i don’t know where they've gone. 
it’s them damn half-breeds done it. "Got 
wind from somewhere the general had been 
murdered. Sts e whole lot. 1 
always said you couldn't trust ‘em. Hun- 
dreds! There were twenty of us. We held 
‘out here as long as we could. But they 
rushed us. We made a bolt for the woods. 
When it seemed quieter-| like I sneaked 
back, Felt pied ‘er keep the home fires 
Turning, so to speak 

Wet considered one another grimly. 
Thad seen Lisbeth's face.” She had passed 
beyond realization. I fancied that the sin- 
ister and piteous ruins of his ambition ap- 

wed to her mind as a picture of her 
Ifeaymbolie rather than ‘actual, "Ci 
sciousness of danger she had none. Rut she 
teas the center of the situation forall three 
Set She raved ever the two thors 
profaundiy, "Finney was a. sentimen- 
Enliat Ike most cockneyer, ot che baron, 
too, remorseless as he was, had an expres: 
fiom on hi fave at be leak at: her wich 
Fedleemed jt from its brutality. 

‘She had lost her mantilla on the road, 
and her hair had comeloose and hung about 
ter shoulders. Even won Lichsth item old 
woman there will linger a certain untouched 
Youthfulnens about her, u kind of morning 
How. And it was that and the hollowness 
ther cheeks and the lines shat er raputh, 
naincdrayn and indomitable, giving her 
ke aod as pain ise, that art ull three 
of us, Her eyes we fixed in front of her as: 
tn something visible only to hersely and we 
thought she did not e 

Fell, we ‘eatrt. go back,” the baron 
rauttered, "There's nowhere to go back 
dn, the een ort ttt strong enough 
got to make the best of things,’ 
re those devils likely to show them- 
selves again?” T asked. 

Finney grimaced, 
sect hat 
loot 


rything they could 


ere a roof elt? 


hk gicand. He becuse 
suddenly obstinate and purposeful. ‘The 
Sefiora must wait, It was a mess—that's 
what it was a mess. Not 6t for a kady. 
For the moment with his queer insistence 
he dominated us.” I lifted Lisbeth to the 
ound and we made a sort of resting place 
or her under the charred walls. She wis 
Unresisting, and yet samewhere at the back 
‘of her mind must have been a consciousness 
‘of our anxiety and a compassionate desire 
to make things easier for as. She held the 
bbaron’s hand and smiled up at him with a 
piteous cheerfulness. He might have been 
aan old and trusted friend, and I knew that 
she had distrusted and disliked him, 
“You mustn't worry about me. I'm 
quite all right, ut 1 should ike to stay 
here if we could, It's so peaceful, isn’t it?” 
‘That was beyond his comprehension. He 


could only growl an unintelligible reassur- 
ane at her. But his face had a queer ex- 
Dreasion of despair, 
Women,” he stid afterwards, “good or 
ct ure the, devil, anyway. They upset 
ryt is no chance of a decent 
So tant win emir 
for we are mistakes, I don't i i 
Look at us. [don't mind. If those half- 
breed come back I'l be glad to 
am before 1 get my’ conte 
‘in my boots. don't ask 
anything better. But with her there, what 


are we to do?” 


“One of tus has got to find John Staith,”* 
T said. 

He assented. 

“IC he's wiped out Marreno —— If 
not 


He left it at that. We went through the 
archway into the patio. A wave of brutal, 
stupid destruction had broken over its 
beauty, stripped the orange trees to, gaunt 
akeletons, flung down the fountains, beaten 
(he Sowers ita eheearth, The glen god 

ine from his place. ife ne 
vrards amidst the fragmenta of his pelertal 
‘Thewreckers had been too mad, tooterrified 
perhaps, to carry him with them, 

Finney beckoned me, 

“They caught three of us,” he whispered. 
“Reasts, that's wot they are, ‘That's wot 
Tdidn’t want ‘er to see. 
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It had been Lisheth's room, I think, At 
least it was a woman's room, and its shat- 
ted, pled delicacy eed roe with «rege 

‘ond all reason, It was as though | ae- 
CGLRY se the city sotonl bans nt tear 
work, as though they were ey own 
self, despoiling her, breaking. into her inti- 
mate life. But all that was imaginary. It 
‘wns not that that really mattered, At sight 
of these three mutilated, ghastly figures, 
huddled under the high barred window, as 
though caught in one Iast desperate effort 
‘at eseape, | heard the baron break into % 
torrent of black oaths, 

Finney spoke with the dispassionateness 
of an old eampaigne to whom harror had 
become life. Indignation was 
natural, of course, but quite useless, 

“It wasn't only them native soldiers 
The miners were the first. Wot happened 
to olf Jakes 1 don’t know. In shreds, 8 
likely as not, He wasn’t soft-handed him- 
self and they'd be glad to pay aff uld seores. 
‘They came apn the dark, You couldn't soe 

-you could just feel ‘em swarming. 
Nee eaten soot anteele enter one of 
“alf-and~alf creatures that made you sick. 
Well, we barricaded ourselves in ‘ere, but 
there wasn't much we could do in the dark 
like that. You see, they didn't care about 
quns—not, about ‘nothink except killing 

iMpowe they’ thought it was about their 
tur to hand out some ofthe rough stuf as 
wo ait nay.” Hla pam the Back of his 
hand over his mouth as nen trying 
wipe away a bitter taste, Therm three 
were rather pals of mine. I “opes they died 
quiel 

He was scarcely resentful. They were 
beasts, but he had a dim sense of justice 
that blunted anger, and the dead were 
lead anyway, 

“Got th think of the sefiora, 

Tsent him hack to kee 


among the ruins of John 
the feet of the despotied and fee 

‘adonna. ‘Then we set to and cleaned up 
the room, hiding the traces of dicaxter aux 
best we could. We found fresh linen some. 


ling, with a 
military precision, to maki: her bed 
He even diseoverrd her pense 
shattered drawer and laid them out, tinger- 
ing a laee cap with an expression of extreme 
mockery. 

“Lady's maid!” 
ean tell what he may ¢ 

But I knew that he was secretly proud af 
himself. 

When our best was done I brought her in, 
leaning on my arm. 1 tried to talle easily 
and taht 


he said, no man 


Lisbeth 
Fou ean Fest 
3 Jong as 9 

She looked round her. How much she 
saw I don't know. ‘The ruin was obvious 
enough, But I think that pain and weari- 
nes and the premonition of a greater 
agony to come absorbed her so that only a 
few things were clear, 

“You won't go far, will you? I think I 
could sleep if only I knew you were quite 
near, Euan.” 

1 kissed her hand. 

"Tshall be outside, waiting, You've only 
got to call.” 

Her eyes rested on me 
ness. 

“Yes: you've always been there waiting, 
haven't you?” 

T did not —could not have answered. 1 
closed the door and took up my post like a 
sentinel. If Thad known that afternoon 
‘ouside Old Stoneborough that one day [ 
should keep guard over her in dead earnest 
L should have been proud and comforted. 
But now Twas older. I could only think af 
her danger and my helplesness. 


weexvr 


ISBETH slept. SI 

a frightening inertness, 
imay have made « coward of me.I erept 
up to her and listened to her breathing, 
seemed to feel my nearness and to take 
comfort, for she turned over then, with 
ticep sigh, lying more naturally, like a tired 
child. 

"The afternoon sun blazed down on the 
ruined garden. It covered the wrecked love- 
Tiness with a profound and drowsy peace 
so that the disaster might have been an 
ancient, halfforgotten story. We three 
sat in the shadow of Lisbeth’ silence and 

(Continued on Page 6 


asad intent 


e lay outstretched in 
Or my love 


(Continued from Page 64) 
took: counsel, We were as divided from one 
another by temperament and upbringing 
as we well could be, but I doubt if three men 
have ever been Letter comrades. Same 
intluence transcended our differences. Our 
Joneliness and helplessness seemed an, out 
ward manifestation of a profounder iso 
tien which drove.us to sok refuge with one 
another. “And we could hardly have sat in 
the midst of such a scene without realizing, 
euch of us in his own way, the futility of 
mest of the desires which bad haunted us. 
We were dead tired too. Even the baron's 
rough vitality had flagged, Teaviog him 
high and dry on the shores af a bitter dis 
husionment. 

“Yes, Vl find John Smith,” he said 
“1've got to. And probably il ruin him 
and myself and a fow hundred others wh 
hal put their shirts on hig coming through 
He'll drop everything. “When he. ars 
this he'll leave Marreno to. do, his 


been 

Moped out at 
‘ort 

i cant goon 
kethat.. And he's born gamibting 
her clawn out for a big man 
iret, Thissfor fata” 


‘There's a curse on him. ‘Thinj 
shaky for months past. He’ 

one mistake after another hy a buy 
at the last moment, 
forews 


Bat 


. But a year ago it 
happened. "Makes me thittk he’s w 
ing. we don’t know about." 
Still, he would go to Antara, He knew 
the trail, and with luck might yet through, 
Hf so we could expert relief within twenty 
four hours, Meantime Finney and T could 
‘only hope for the best. Finney had a rifle 
and no ammunition, and I had my revolver 
If the mutineers chose to return the struggle 

Our, ane 


here was nat h= 
Earlier in the 


ing for them to return to. 
day Finney had made « cautious descent to 
the river and had found the San Juan mine 
a smoldering ruin. Jakes" body lay where 
death had overtaken him, Finney passed 
‘the details with a shrug. 

‘Seems to me grinding the faces of your 
Dloomin” fellow Crratures don't pay.” be 
refleted. “You get it in the neck io the 
end 

With the sudden coming of night the 
haron led out his horse. He was not a ro- 
mantie or a pathetic figure. And yet there 
Was a certain pathos in his farewell to us 
A crass materialist brought face to face with, 
mor subtle, more vital issues of the 
rit is Tike x lost chile. He did not know 
what was the matter with him. He only 
felt that the solid foundations on which hr 
built his conduct were giving way, and he 
expressed that feeling in his own. 

“A woman agai 
Na, it’s bap 
ends the same way. 

He rode off, slouchiny 
dle, think he would 
lad if a native machet 
hetween the shoulders 

He dropped into thesnight and L went 
back tomy post, As to Finney, he prowled 
the place Tke i sormmambulist, too worn 
down with wenrines to know what danger 
he was listening for 

‘The moon had not yet riven, but a hot 
‘and brilliant starlight filled the patio with 
& pate brightnes and shadows thut took on 
grotesque-and threatening shapes. [know 
Pid nit sleep, and yet sometimen 1 seemed 
to lowe hold on! my surroundings” For lone 
minutes together the outlines of past a 
present became merged in one another. f 
Was buck in Old Stonchorawzh, 
the familiar ruins that had ‘b 
furnilise and horrible, as though an e 
alien spirit had entered into them, T saw 
John Smith cor out of the darkness, “The 
unearthly light flickered on the horrowed 
helmet and the steel breast plate 


had eatght hin 


“They fit me perfectly said, smilinge. 

Ticcsekd bons sls die, come een voce, 
young stil 

Gradually these pictures faded 


mind died. 1 was nothing but an 
of protection. ‘There was not a sound, not 
the flutter of hied or the rustle of some rep~ 
tile that hart already founda hiding pace 
among the tumbled walls, that did not 
reach me with its fall signifieance, I was 
on guard with every nerve, every physical 


faculty — to what end Ino longer thought 
Thad killed men, The bitter and even 
just necessity of it had not saved me from 


the results, Better men than 1 had gone 
with me to the war und come back un- 
scathed, even if their bodies were shattered. 
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For their generation was not mine. But f 
hhad come back crippled in mind and noul, 
And not till I had atoned in part for that 


offense against myself had [ become whole 
aye 


And now ata given signal from Finny 1 
should Iill LishathTxhould save my lt 
thot for bee. That. war the leaaasvoral 
duty of men. ‘The fero wrong of it 
helped to stupery me, It made everything 
unreal, Either L wus a madman or this 
was a mad world, ‘There were things too 
Hideous to be true like thowe medieval in- 
struments of torture. One looked at the 
thinking, “No human being could nave 
borne suifering like thats" nd turned away’ 
from. therm, 

‘Thea, in a moment, the whole of me 
awoke," Edon't believe that i was any 
sound that brought me to that sudden and 
absolute awareness. No sound, at least, 
could have tuld me what L wemed to know 
instantly. Befory a thought had formed 
itself Twas on my foot had thrown open 
her door: 

‘There was enough light for me to soe her. 
Her back was to the white wall opposite 
tne, as though sho had take 
there against a pursuing, 
Say, Her ips, which even wlaes 

ctained thetr cowed sweet 
Her face was that 
who had sprung out 
an agony beyond belief distraught, 
sewed by an appalling knowledge. 
youth — her beauty had foundered, and yet 
there was a kind of terrible glory about 
er. As shi Saw me she took a step for= 
ward, then crumpled up) as though an 
invisible blow had strurk her to the heart. 

Tran to her, lifted her. Her limp, bed; 
was drenched with an iey sweat. 1 half 
dragged, half carried her tober bed, 1 
doubt if she realized who E was. She eould 

ot have eared. Alternately she clung to 
me and thrust me off with frantic hands, 
ain tore her asunder, disrupted her 
being so that for the moment she was 
a tortured thing that passed out of knowl 
ige of itself. She cried out at list, s0 
piteously, so terribly that it brought Fi 
hey, ughast and shaken, to the open doo 
[turned fiercely on hi 

“She's ill! Kee 

“Not not 
Je wuped stupidly at me, 


Yes; get out! Don’t come near us 
not unless you have tc 
He was gone tke a shadow. 


Tknelt dawn beside ber. [helped her as 
est Toould, As the pain relaxed its grits 
stanslng ark fram her like a wil bens 
iteelf exhausted, waiting to spring again, f 
slipped my arm under her head sand for a 
Tittle while she lay quite still, half eun- 
cious, against my shoulder. Tt. ga 
time-‘a moment's spice in which to 
myself and he 
mest. her wh 
fast in full realizatic 
tus both, 

She drew away from me. Our faces were 

a level. We looked lose intr each 
lighitless wen, She said int low 
4s it that, Puan? . 


“Send someone, 
“There's no one only me. 
She tried to push me away’ from he 
sac, ave mie alone. Ob please, please 

T shook my head and she began to ery 
with weakness and horror atthe thing 
which had happened to us, and for a while 
T could not try to comfort her. ‘There was 

ic in my heart, too the fear that takes 
efore what he knows to be the 
ne and testing crisis of his life. 1 

‘end towards which 

11 failed now 1 failed 
erly and finally. If 1 eould not lift he 
with me out of this. shameful shan 
Sime high, clear perception of ur common 
dligjty. if 1 eould not ind the releasing 
sword to set ue trae to face this destiny of 
ours with untroubled eyes, then the aligon 
ute chastity of my whole life went for 
nothing. ‘Then L was any’ mar and she was 
any woman, caught ina trap of eireum- 
stances intnierable to them both 

‘The dark waskind to me. It hid me from 
hor, Twas just a shadow, talking to hor, 


T had heen tiviny 
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the very heart of Ruan Fitzroy 


talking to 
the very heart of Lisbeth Gay. We had 


so it er ee Nees 
clone to eaeh other. 1 found myself with 
Bpith tries Setar 

su how I had stood, night after night. 


ooking up at that sad light in. ber window, 
and how on the worst night of all T had put 

lown on her gutw and eried my: 
Then how a kind of rage hud 


ne andl how T had sworn 


in the world I had to be 1 help. 

Then I told her about theafternoan when 
she had slept and 1 had sat beside her, 
guarding her from the dragons that 
wouldn't com 

“They've come now, Lisbeth.” 

Aud she lay very still, listening, judging 


‘All at once it came my releasing word 
quite simply and naturally as porhajue all 
inspiration comes. T kisses! her cheek. 

Paid "1 have you. {could have 
added: “Not as aman loves the woman he 
desires, not as he might love his atstor;. but 
as one human being may love anather at 
the hour of death, with passion and. with 
understanding, with high 
the tenderest pity." That a 
Te had come straight from my heart 
lived it. She turned to me again and ¢ 
tears we ww that our 
was short to reach that absolute peace w 

wach other which we mast have that in a 
ew minuites the Wave WOU! break over hee 
ire a just a neath, 
I'm “glad it's you." 


Thu 


And then in her selflessness, 1 
of an abyss which she was to sound to its 
uttermost depths, she took my fase bet 

her slender womin's hands, soathing. and 


combating 

Shand ti 
‘There waa no one ene bat us two 
ia where we traveled.” Whee she want 

wed. through red. agony into brief 

strotehrs of gray oblivion, With eae awful 
crlaught. Ciel my own body. belong a 
membered, the col swent tun, down my 
Cheeks. With ber plteous ery. "<The: pany 
Bian, the pain!” T answered, *E kn 
between “set teeth, "And yee my. brain 
remained dear nnd quit. What 1 cold 
towns well done 

Sometimes she went down utterly — wus 
drowned init a0 that ber very soul seemed 
to be extinguished, But wore and a 
towards the end, abe rallied, Sho wus hike 
{gallant seldler’ overwhelmed by the fest 
rush, who gathers strength and. courage 
with’ every moment's wapite: and at the 
inst it wax a splondid thing to woe the ime 

sprit in her shake off itu enemy ard 
leur steatfustness 

With the frst ight st tmureingg the: endl 
came, arid John Smith's son wis born and 
Set 

7 thought she was dying t 
swt and ite was eb 
thin 
inevitable 
into the work 
Teach our destination, 
the 
iioken with, we 


1 wus her 
And ane 


Th 


rod thither, 
ther travelers we had passed and 


already lost in 


mist, like 


There wa 
nothing more that 1 eould de. ‘The light 
was brightening with every minute and we 
prey ther clearly. ‘That didn't matter 
how. Since the hearts of Euan Pitaray and 
each other, their budiew 
ble and outward signs of their 
id faith. 

favew was very small and the eolor of 


Lisbeth Id fourd 
were only vi 
lowe 


ees, were blue ath 
as an Etalian sky, 


ying. [tdoesn't matter now, my 


tuning 

We Kissel each other. She put her weak 
arme aout me und drew me again her 
Heat ax thengh I hail teen the child sh 
had ever seen. So wo maine, We 
swore hoth sinking into darkness. She drow 
foe ith ber ‘an I went giediy. ‘Tho br 

instinctive cing to ie wan 


ry ody rouge ity hold. Only the 
obstinate will follow her, to beat her 
end of time, remained 


seepnny (ee th 

Niahing ele ti 
re she ane f 

Sound but the stow, faltering. 

beert'—suy- own heate-sawst 


Tn the 
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Williams 
Aqua Velva 


for use 
after shaving 


(9g LB 


Makes 


ur 
skin Sonile/ 


QUA VELVAis froma 


new 


formula basedon ascien- 
tist's study of the skin after 
shaving. Because it is made 


expressly for afte 
. it does all that a prep- 


u 


shaving 


aration of its kind should do: 


cols, ssathes, prtects the skin 


rangle 
rvs fir at 


h 


llighefully 
wile n 


ow at tam 


an amiginal manatyle frigrance 


Eventheprincipleof Aqua Velva 
is new: Tales absorb moisture from 
the skin; Aqua Velva restores to 


the skin its natur, 
ticularly te the dry, aver-sensitiv 


moisture! Pi 


skin that chaps and cracks in cold 


weather, Aqu 


Velva brings quick 


Try it after tomorrow's shave! 


In will ke 


epyour skin smooth, free 


from shine, insplendid condition, 


Large S-ounce 
‘Costs almost noth 
ly afew drops needed, By mail 


bottle 50 
ng per day — 


postpaid on receiptof priceit yout 


dealer hasn't it y 


Send for free 
Address The J, Will 
Glastonbury 
Se, Patrick Street, M 


By the 
makers of 
Witlams 
Shaving 
Crean 


Try It Free! 
"150 drop? te boerle 


ave Can, Dep A, 


Co 


Williams Aqua 
Velva is made from 
ascientist’s formula 

\ expressly for after 
shaving use. 


/esnew/ 
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ANCIENT FIRES oe eee 


Ges: 
re 
ins was tal yeh wan 


sing, The experiment 


p the lid off, I She laughed, But I think even then the tragic atmos- and another sho had tried 


er, Her ¢ys looked out at me Continued on Page 34 


Paula to me, rather phere of the place daunted 
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(Continued from Daye 32) 
not have lasted Song, for ip an oedinary way nhe must have, 
wen a dinantor to any disorderly 


re become o part of ber, 
Finney and the two legionarion did what they could, 
‘Chey threw up vigarous defenses mgainst a pomaibie 
‘of the enemy. ‘erated at their tank with a passion 
‘of nooo aa Chow Ht wore death itself they veure trying te, 
hoop from. our gates, as 
Ao foe the two worn, they took eaeh other for yranted. 
Lisbeth) newer anked. ‘Paula, and even if she he 
keurwn the worst I doubt if it would 


i 
i 

Hl 
i 
We 


ul 
1 hetieve, too, that Paula loved Lisbeth with the last 
Jorting (hat was in ber. But though she eoul 


i 
? 


grat, she had eae eof any mustaived efort, 
She knew ft, "low night that fused definitely ou 
of danger she away from me with a sert af laugh, 
detinive and bitter, 

“Well, now 1 easy rent ap md be mye agai.” 


She produced a pack of rards and a was dying I felt I had the right 
flank of wine, and before the night was out she had fleeced ‘ou had the right to know, All 
the two logionaries of their fast pesom, It came near an wonderful as 8 woman tome, 1 
ugly senne, iid trast Co” 

‘She had sarced ‘Shy could not save herself. 

Lisboth and T were alone. [sat beside her People say that all over the world,” she murmured. 
over her as she nlept. Aw night «rept in from the patio and people and big people— the selfish and 
coverrd int ahe eetned Co flowt up |. Tir warde words always, 
mest where rhe rested, and | heard her voice, fike a littir ling. Pethaps oly a very 
boat of sound. 

We tathnd t i a we 


enchanting music. 
“But [lowed bin too. 1 do still, Euan differently, 
hough he were a lent child 


it may bill them in the end. He's simple and we're 9 trampling over one wer 
complicated. He's like Old Stoneborough— large and frre, ~our faces 
not caring about the thi know, Lisbeth. We've got to worry through.” 


jut her mind was wandering a little. 


‘the mean, 
beastly things a tured her head, her Her hand ti ‘on mine ~ ber r, COR pain 
pg reel eae ola ale 
coming, heenuse I knew you would see them, too, and “I'm bis wife, He'y been faithful, He wouldn't under 
make tor hate them more.” 


stand, He's nover changed. It's 1 who have change. 1 

shsee te ge Ss aH way of Ws, ‘Now I've got to 
way.” 

[felt her whole body stiffen in the convulaive effort not 

it wae ail my fault, and so T hud to hate you.” to break down, And one ery was wrung frum her, 

(Continued on Page 36° 
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yout Wha Teould have sworn that be was speaking to the face 


Vem goin t What's the matter 


r 
' i 
ad. 
{ ten the Has sawed Lisbeth. the Coote Mer toe Mereett Lam f 
4 i Peet 
tL have 
w Het 
\ Hf tind, 
I " 1 
Tie chant ted hin head 
Ken monk. Hh r 
" i i ta 
after Mas 1 ; 
W 
At the gusbed unitranee to the cluipel he stopped to cross 
W Not now! N Y in 

y H set re will t 
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J about in his mind for some irrelevant com 
monpl 


And I'll jenna-haired cashier,” 
bubbled Miss mh by 
won't I mal 
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Continued from Page 36 


There’s Nothing Like Good 
Welsbach Warmth 


Y 


Ther 
fortable in Winter wher 
slike, Wad ee ale. Yoni 


and Fall w 


WELSMACTE COMPANY 


GAS HEAT 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST a7 


Continued from Page 114 it was the te 
John Smith remained motionlew. His wax evil — the 
face was turned away from me, but IL kriew —as.adefinite alt 


that the thing he did 
ragic realization of evil 
ate which be had accepted, 


that he was aware of me with every nervein He looked tortured, teri, and inflexible 
is body ive me your word. 

Where?” ‘swear to you, Fiteray 

Slinking out-of this place. She had one “I don't believe you ~1 daren’t.” 
four men with her—that weak-kneed I made for the door. 1 heard him 


Englishman, Finney, She'd got at him like me—a warning, an appeal-—I don't know 
he got at the rest of us, devil take ber, I half expreted to hear the ere of his re- 
Twould haf shot them both ort af hi volver, silencing me, clearing me from hin 
daing here? path finally. Hot he made we. He 


her ood pate if 
arters Phe door opened before me, T had a con 
with on fused vision of bright sunlight, of black 


shadows that threw themselves on me and 
That wasn’t her job here.” became hot, smothering b 
John Smith swung. rosind me down under their uverw 
Their fares, distorted by their n 
seemed to be all eves and mouths, gap 
He said levelly, “The baron knew this and panting into mine. Their hands were 
woman in the old days.” ft my throat, From far off John Smith's 
Yes, 1 knew Al drumming ears, subdived 
tare, Herr Graf. T don’t look t 
be twisted round a woman's fing 
for that woman's sake 1 spent three years 
Festungettrafe and x battalion of good Ger my voice failed. They had my one xem 
ane rot in French soll. 1 was op the pinioned. I fought with my whole body. It 
afl —she got me drank —she picked my scemed to go interminably. 1 forgot why I 
ira sold hor own people to a filthy fought. It had heen for Paula's life~and 
glich sp) but you don't fool Kari then in some extraordinary way it was for 
von Eien with impunity. I've waited him. It w aw him riding 
['ve waited. L said to myzelf, ‘One of these headlong and I couldn't 
dayr you and I will, meet again, my fine reach hitn Take care! 
j You don't know what you are doing! 
They bere me barkwards, ‘They. were 
growing angry. One ainat a donen 
T mint have hurt some of them. 
ft me clean between the 


easy with him.” 
the truth at them. But 


hairy anim: id cany’ 
ely as on the life of an invisible oppatent, ea 
He texan to tremble, and the sight of t Teeling and sick agai 
angainly body shaken by hatred made me a moment they fell hark. ‘They knew T wax 
ick with fear for Paula. And-now Lenuld finished. They could wait. My knees gave 
erp silence no longer under me. I sti ailapaed upon my 
What she did in the war, you know self like a broken doll, ‘The floor seemed ts 
general. She wasn't spying here ay, and in the black pit where fe 
She came to find your wife, She found her ce, bent over me, white and 
She nursed her a» though she had 
She did finely,” 


x enough, Fitaroy, You nee 


the irony of 
tall must have twisted his heart, poured 
ad. If over Paula sought 


Then he was gone 


eam Character in 
sore ts sitter tid isi tecnnne> | D'he deen te ine cee eee Plumbing Fixtures 


lenst it was strange to me at fret. But after 
you to wait.” a little, when my ching und confused HARACTER, in speaking of 
ad faith enough in him to yield. te Sean had steadied I remembered, and i plumbing fixtures, resolves it 
us Hoth, "To have dragged our story be- have brought me here. He had ¢ tnko Geie dearen of eatiuaratics 
dand ugly stare would rand. Wherever it Jed him, he would follaw eauty and sanitary qualities. Besicte 


neath his debaruc 

have heon intolerable, it to the end pride of ownership-—the pleas 
What done with her?" There was no window, But by the OF showing. your’ 4riendls. aed 
Tsent them both down ta the camp— streak of daylight from under the « pada sear ien Accu ier 

what's left of it could see the hollows of the filthy # guests a bathroom of 
When you found her—did she say'any- 1 could even make out the black sts beauty—is the problem of econe 


thing where the lit 
No.” The Getman’s bl died. A hi 


Quetzelangan soldier bad 


fe reales Seer had good is good enough? Ther 


half-way in plumbing fixture 


widened as at something down for me, Perhajs he had conceded me 
; "Shee laughed. so much of someone hact felt the indignity particularly water-closets, They 
ike her, I could see her, ton: toa white man, or taken pity on me. Bi wve everything else, must be of 
her laughter—ironieal, but my feet were ‘chained Hke those of (pone as era 
humored, wretched prans who had trailed past me o wed quality to protect against foul 
What do you want, by their way down to the Sun Juan mine ir, sewer gas and disease germs, 

He ran the tip of hin tongue over his So, like them, 1 had become datigeroas nton Potteries Compat 
Tips, ehildiah telus He The Trenton F piba sr mess sel 
‘Onder is wall and a firing squad ime now. He was afraid has developed a water-closet of th 

T made a movement, His hand Jifted— But thut phase passed quickly, I had a four recognized types—each in it 

ery shghily. Te was sn appeal, a reascur- glimpen of what bin feur involved, and 1 cicthe bee tun ¢ isd 


anew Femeniber elruggling madly to. my fect 
shouting in a vowe that eracked and trail 


The Quiet “Si 
of the 


but for those whe Pricer 


if into w groan, and of dropping face dow P 
' wards by the door a whieh has tried cannot afford it we other ve 
in not x mutter of revenge tor fling myself, After that my body wax closets: with all its sanitary qual ek 


n he spoke in Span tid thing apart from me. 1 saw it lying there in f 


and I aqw the baron turn on me a fx filth, sometimes ine soapice ng: the ‘extrem ' 
withastare, amaxedandquizzicul,asthough shake wer, and I didn’t tiet ¢ 
a nudden joke b mind had broken loam. It traveled au the cae “Te 
hl, Here Gener mind of a dying map is supponed to trzve I are wetting" Tepeco” Chin 
irked his heels, howed cerem over the whole course of my life, necking Tank : MSs 
sly and stepped back into the munlight, obstinately. And at every turn I met him t. Mace of jeter te ch 


fond we focal each othe locked togither oe 
mk, I heard Ma greet wetce bessthag an ix's grip thet wna like the eenbrnce of ter 
it mromed fo me that T'bed been sibie love, and each Gime he we 
und, and now suddenly the power for me. And each time I got up 
that had held m oke and 1 wus fr Ton. It was Lisbeth I wanted 
turned en him. it wan Bie’ dort in which hed to Bnd 
it he waa thrown en the di We belong to euch other,” I told hin : , aces ’ 
He iemeal to grow bigger —to blot out THE TRENTON POTTERIES COMPANY 
‘What was it you said to him? light, It was like throwing myre TRENTON, N. USA. 
Nothing ~hething that in any way aeaine€ those mountains oF against aren ON, NJ 
concerns Paula embattiod walla fet that the siraee wencioee earch mii wniieheer 
‘You are not telling the truth. What had gone on from a beginning beyond mem: 


closed, Ttshut us in an orninou 


ives: Stores TEPER COwaterClosets 


FOR EVERY PLACE AND PURSE. 


ours. ast whe 

But 1 saw his face—saw it too late, It Tight came throngh » 
was set. His purpose, whieh bad grown in that from a lantern which be held b 
silence and darkness, was written there illuminating di 0 and mine. I 
in its fall enormity vershadewing made some attempy 
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A bird’s-eye view 


Figures are easier to understand 
when you see them all together 


or an income tax 


Preparing a business ste 
) you use National 


ort is a 


planned busines: 
accountant find: 
in National forms for banking rec 


rolls, stock, and invent 


cut to ¢ 


analyses, pay 
The sales manag ic 
N anks, ¢ 
‘ A ‘ 
¢ a COR 
The « c gets weep ber oh 
Yo 
cts and figures on Natior we. She'll Know wha 
. é Wh 
jumnar ruled sh 1 
D 
tat 
A 


National Blank Book Co. 
LOOSE LEAF AND BOUND BOOKS 
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Continued from Page 11 
¢ sort of friendly feeling he 
the upper hand of his seve 


sweet freshnew was hot and tasted loath 
somely sulphuric. ‘The disappointment 
He brought about a kind of uneasy exuapera- 
tion which seemed to aff 
vex. Hebecame insolent and brutal, 
ying hie men, who scowled back at him 
and whispered sulleniy ta one annthe 
But 1 lay face downwards in the 
coarse gras and dreamed peacefully 
beth had passed this way. Where 


Na, the general should be 
triumph now 


ded tna low 
gone with hina, He ba 
He te mad. He wind, we drew lower { 
it Tear s0 ‘plinewseforgotten, Bs 
1 think ton in his waddle Nike a dall 


seh, He had me mounted. with scant 
graticness on a Mexivan p ny feet 

made fast under the animal's Welly. 1 > ace West 

iuhed at bien Td give 

vidently a prisoner of of thowe prie kippers 

an Mary'd ‘ave for stigyper. hot she's sat the 

arrest im 1 He he hop going all right. She's first-rater 


d with solemnit I don't like to think about 
eghanties ¢ . a 
Rut as wr passed through the charred a 
emolder ammmwnt a seed pris 
and guard joined us. In the fornwr 
revgniged tl esaterant in 


iangan Arms’, Alt 
und battered 
od at me, [tw 


Twas lig 


a hell's curwe for any 
itd have goon her then, ‘She va 


of exultation that possese ow regiment on the march with it 
1 knew that there was a de playieg,. You: a 
f le the ph coal. be 1 her gor 
ambition bud impose turned yu be enter. ¥ 1 
even UC her faith pwmetrated to the care what muck be rang 1 
ue of my disappearance, therr remained wax as though Aph self took 


a long, hitter 
wer pausing in 


Dawn, besalened out int ie wall 4 
my day. The aus carne utd haf thrught 1 
poor things after thar 

aver her: af Winer 

miysell at her feet. 1 would haf covered 


ere tidied 
as at heart she hat 


‘ 


nly some. trick 

m ty it 
the wind 
yeat against my 


f wed-t 


tied wwhifl and at piace 
‘After that we rode on in 
At midnight we reac 


wt unce my pony stopped short ert 
air andl trembling up from’ one more orgy of internecine 
We halted ut midday beside jootshed. Thedead 


dint 


hed 
smberedt for its 


y buddl 
rawled 


s and men were 
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How will your roof look 
two years from now? 
Wrai 


and 


t be curled and cracked and ugly, or just as tri 
t and good-looking as the day it was lind? 


There ne way that you can be sure now how it will look 
ther—that in to specify Carey Asfaltslate Shingles and be sure 
that you get them 

These shingles are so made that they positively will 
Fifty-one years of roofing expenence, control of raw me 

nd special factory facilities have enabled Carey to deve 


exclusive mits ust 


f mamufactare that p nay 


ands or buts” this is "The Shingle that Never Curls 
Carey Ast ¢ Shingles come in three 
Red and Green. Large size. 10! 
ire) weight about 300 pounds per 
x 125" (for 4" exposure) weight about 245 pounds per 


quate, (One “square” covers 190 square feet.) 


Sce your dealer or 
full of valuable 


Before You Build 


THE PHILIP CAREY COMPANY 


Dept. P, Lockland, Cineinnat}, Ohio 


ASFALTSLATE 
SHINGLES 


THE SHINGLE THAT WEVER CURLS 
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STORE SERVICE PROBLEMS 


Typical of the varied and complicated merchandising problems 
which ave put up to us daily is the following 


rchants upon reqiiest 


Sudye the New Nay Organization 
Lyts tecord ol Vertormance 


OW better could we sum up the performance of our 
Store Planning and Production organizations than to say that 
volume comes almost entirely (rom retailers who have been 


need by old clients whon 


ests we have 


than a quarter century 


con serving for more 


To us has been entrusted the solution of some of the most 


complicated architectural and handising problems of many of 
the Largest retail stores in the country. The same re: staff 
has alse rec tral seriousness of the every: 


snd resutirer is of smaller merchants 


Of necessity, the N 
steadily ince 


Way Store Planning Staff has grown 
ing production facilities. Seeving such a 

pment needs of the merchants through- 
the cou amatched manufacturing resources the cost 
of New Way equipment is correspondi low 


large proportion of the 
ery w 


The New Way System is increasing volume and lowering 
ilers large and small. Te is an investment 
nd helps the store to.a greater, more 
I growth. It is Standardized and Flexib 
imple inst ion re depart 
Its invariably justify quick expansion: 


acid sted by a 
ments. 


one 


GRAND RAPIDS SHOW C 


World's Largest Designers 


FACTORIES: 


“The NEW WAY 


STORE PLANNING SERVICE - PRODUCTION - MERCHANDISING COUNSEL 


3E COMPAN 
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not_kill others we shall k 
He laughed. “Pec 


There wha 
iwaye at 


thelr bodie 


led carelessly 
the iltuminations 


‘Chow we havi te 


bald, it, almont 


‘Une of them who brushed against n 
‘wus a grizeleed But 
He iad ext th 


tll me that, Hert Doktor? N: 
u. Nothing. Su we shail dio. Wo 1H Hi CONCHDE 
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When you 
have your motor 
re-conditioned 


It will pay you to use the best replacement 
parts you can buy. The new low prices on 
McQuay-Norris Leak-Proof and Superoy! 
Rings put them within reach of every pocket- 
book. For example, the Leak-Proof and 
Superoyl combination for such cars as Fords 
and Chevyrolets is now only $8.00. 


And if replacement is needed on the other 
vital units of your motor—pistons, piston pins 
and bearings —it will pay you to see that they 


are of McQuay-Norris make. McQuay-Norris 


products have always been the highest stand- 
ard of quality, In design, material, accuracy 
of manufacture and satisfactory service they 
have been leaders for years. 


Made in all sizey and over-sizes for every make and 
model of motor, Repair men, cylinder regrinders 
and dealers everywhere carry the complete Mc- 
Quay Norris line of parts or can get them imme- 
ately fram their supply house. Specify McQuay 
Norris replacement parts for longer and more eco- 
homical transportation, 


Remember Poor rpdwcatvent 


Spe, fein ood oie 


McQUAY-NORRIS 


PISTON RINGS - PISTONS-PINS~ BEARINGS 


MCQUAY-NORRIS MPG. Co., General Offices, St. Louis, Mo. 
Faceoriee St Lanas, tenhanagolis, Coanerovibe, Tod, Terumo, Canale 
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Continued from Page 36 


I thought of some huge tomb in which the 
dead had come to life and beat upon the 
‘closed doors with their piteous hands. And 
my guide turned and gaped past me with 
distended unimal-brawn eyes ax though in 
fact mpecturs were crowding at my heels 

A door opened. ‘The rootn was ti 
prison evll, almost empty ave for a table 
and a chair, A woman row and came to 
ment me 9 little old woman. 

Hut Chad known. 1 betiews all throagh 
thaw weeks T bad known and counted on 
her. Rarely does one shake off the first 
deep beliefs of childhood, and Aunt Geral 
dine and Miss Cornelius had bien my 
Providence, benign, devoted and often mi- 
raculous, That Mis Cometius should eome 
to the reseno, beating her way, through 
every obstacle, wax what my boy's cgotisin 
would have expected of her. And to her I 
‘was still a boy. 

Bat at fint we did not speak or touch 
each other, [twas only a few months sinc 
1 had left them both in ther shabby, peace 
fulliame, and ton much hud happened to ur 
Thnew that I shoeked her. And she looked 
Wwry sad and quaint. A tired, heartheoken 
old worn, you would have wad, gathering. 
up her bait strength--bevause someone 
needed her and arrayed as any English 
Woman set on adventure, in tweeds and 
Droggus and a felt hat from which the short 
ray hair hung in wtiff wisps, Very gullant, 
Bill the sume. 

‘And then suddenly some thought moved 

nd she made a motherly, protecting 
ee, and 


had always boon ood comrades, 
rather painstakingly bluff with each other, 
but now we were both near crying. We 
murmured absurd, childish teridernesar, 
In the ald days had been just Euan. Now 
Twas a part of the deud~ Aunt Geraldine’s 
fleal and thoord 

Presently she drew away from me and 
sat down weakly and we took stack of each 
other. 
L knew you'd come, Corny 
"My dear, I was glad. 1 dido’t think 
anyone would want me again. 1 came ax 
oan 0s F600 Let the uae 


fn by y 
But 1 know she dorsn't mind 

“How did you find me? 
‘She looked grin at that 

find yon tot at first, I've 

three waeks The hotel people 

1 tried to find that that 

att they call general. Fe wouldn't sew 

L went to every olficial in this wicked 

T went to thee palivey: and th 
do with the whole British Empi 
tunately the British consul isa man of 
spirit, and I'm sure there's a gunboat some 
where bread 

‘That was like her, She was as x 
her stories anyway, In her stories ge 
emraphy had never mattered mud. 

And then Eran actos someone who 
Ww you a very large, isnpleusant Ger 
man creature who was quite extraordinarily 
kind and nice, if you know what I mean, 
and he told me. The told mo where and how 
T could find Levbeth.” She looke 
away from me." My di 
thing. And 1 went: to 
schemed and Wlufled my way through all 
thowe eluorate defenses of his, and when 1 
got to het I told her the whole truth.” 
‘Comy, pati shouldn't. She was too il." 

“Euath, Sou ure a rotten doctor if you 
don't know better than that, The uncer- 
tainty was hrewking her She went 
straight to that we what 
she said to him Tack with the 
order for 

"Did 

“Thawe a letter wh 
wearein England 
bw expects the to leave without seeing 
her” 

"My dear, she begs you to.go. All that 
uatters to her now te your safety. Lf a 
thing happens to you~and he i bad and 

ough 
Te that the only read 
She Ind a withered old hand ot my arm, 

Euan, people don’t change. OF course 
o's « murderer, and he tricked her mto 
that second ¢. She was only half 
‘conacions. But she's his wife al the sume. 
She's given him her word, You know bow 
ahe is built, 11 were in her place I'd run 
away with you, But, you know, there are 


didi kos 


give you 


things Lishes 
may be sensible and ri 

He bargained with her? 
Maybe he did. Yes, {think that, is 

She wealdn’t tell me."" 
at reckon with me. I’ve no bar 
‘guin with im.” 

ilk rely om er, wn hes dangerous 
‘She warned me 

“Where are they naw? 

“Quteide the city at the President 
villa at Las Palmas, You know, be has 
nde hirsself dictator." 

How cast we get there?" 

“1 have a sort-of carriage waiting —wn- 
ete the man has run away. They seem 
& queer, cowardly lot afraid of thunder 
storms.” 

Willy 
alone?” 
Sun, must Fou. 
Wouldn't you? 
ave a gritn pesos ictie ynile 
T'm old — Pm tired of lite Th 
suddenly she fh Notiserose! 
had fifty» ‘and wanted te 
them all, of course 1a gi 

“hes we'll go together 

The done was ngusrded, Ther gatex 
stood open. ‘The seateies of that dreaded 
Brson didnot even sewn to ate ee pan 

hey stood there like mei turned to eth 
gies. by a spell, and down the length of 
empty street hafore us f saw what they 
blotted out the distance, Tt 

file x crested, stupendous 
figure of evil, crouched and waiting, From 
ita neurer horn the uxcending wraith had 
become a great cloud thut spread farther 
and farther over the city like a hand open 
ing out wlowly to grasp its quarry, To the 
cast Aguas waited, gray and silent as death 

A leaden gloom hung over ws. The cunch- 
man of cur ramshackle curringe threw a 
glance skywards, gathered up the re 
Tashing his pitifal animal to the sembl 
of a gallop. 


op shat 


xo with me Lge 


But though { saiw all thix, it searmoly 
touche a. My thought 
were f 
strug! 


frig of un impending event which 
wbould make an end, one Way of another, 
wast strong un me, und all my steengtte of 
inind and body concentrated involuntarily 
to meet it, The face of my: surroundings 
told me nothing that could mistter 

Anit vet after a while f became more 


eitned, transfixed 
by a terrific, hulf-realized fear.” There was 
no trafic. Our carriage seemed the only 
ing thing, avd it made w sinister break 
in that aiience, rattling over the cobs 
like a hearse through a death-stricken city 
The air tasted and snielled strangely sub 
phuric and suffocating, wid he iyght was 
Fantastic, like the light of a black London 
fog. Ht 'scemed to have. ni 
there wus a gathering. sar 
wind yet one maw things 
cleariess,. These was a pul 
though bekind that 

owed ind died 


‘Miss Cornelius touched my arm. 
Rain,” she said, "There's a storm 


coming.” 
But it way not rain. L awoke nuddeniy 
ana completely to the knowledge ofa er 
falling dust. Tt was 
horrible, Alrwady it 
with » pall, und the sound af our w 
had become mufiied tik the rumble of 
neral drums, aathoviral by: which 
wero passing loomed up through its gray 
gloom like 4 gigantic. malformed human 
figure, the great crucifix held aloft in warn 
ing and exbortation, the mouth agape 
n like the vague faces of the people, in 
exclamation of hori odling. 1 
could ste the altar lights, like the lights of 
distant harbor over a black toning seu, 
und even as I looked away the cataclyem 
was upon um It came down the wide 
avenue with an incredible ewiftness, yet 
with an appaling deliberation, It was 
wuve—of the very earth cin which 
ood, ‘I could sce: toonatrone antl 
tions before which the houses on either hand 
wavered and went dawn, ‘The great cruvitix 
Winwed on Page 2 
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nok. me of, laughing muteve 
an 7 ugh the gray 
ae saw companion 

heh hed against their 
dines who had Aung away their 


manly to 


inging tena 
igs that they 
ed 


ne 
had rescued 
thieves laste 

en Fike acrope 


ego's avaible aunt 
jor mnight farm, swallow 
ant day of the weld, 

efor which 

b swach L 

iidenly I beeun 


Cornelius was 
i with fear arid ree 


ing Ube tide. 1 about 
Ana “4 her 
t anid was lying by th 
1 heap of stones, Cdon't kiow 
he made the whule scene seem 
wal, How hat whe come there 


this quaint 
life 
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might tum mountains into valleys. It 
maldn't make Miss Cormelius less thar 
het 


T remombered how I had met her run 
ning thot night, in the fittle lune, her gray 
hatr flying, her’ fists id, her elbows 
tucked to her ide. Now the rice was over 
She w pall and tired and breath 
jess, Like a bird beaten to the ge 


but ahe had won 


tm peeape 
from me. But 
he was gla, in 
pite of herself 


ue an ea 
are 

ail hut. the 
uffer 


adventure. Y 
Guan. You mud 
that muti and 

happy, Ne 

mind about. te 
~y 


lad 


we, ane ie 
wistful 
‘of her was, made 


ted ag 
the hidden 


w old now 

DOR u little while we might be aafe, We 
had slipped from under the claws of the 
wtroyer, intent on a bigger victim, a 
the heights whither we had fled is in 
ively ax drowning rats turn lane 
we could Jouk back aver the gray 
carcwne of the city to Fuego, looming, pale 


and 
They 


listorted, through its 
ke with a terribly increasing fre 
yuncy from the mountain's disrupted 
flanks and, laden with a black burden af 

ten rock, tushed skywards and th 


spread, seeming to reich out at ts cow 
ing on’ the hills opposite, But at the last 
moment, as though all the forces of ruin 
were destined for the city itwelf, the direc 


blow changed, and only 
iden twilight reached us 


athe 
ash, 


thon 


the 


To the west Agus wt 

line, a watching partner 

sinister in its appalling, qu 
Men and women drop 

stood, annihilated by exha 

exception their faces wer 
ne eruption, and 


like that of stoall help hype 
tized into un aganize tuned 
ke. No sound « ern, Th 
jldren were silen ries 
There had been one . 
wm the high, white w { gum 


the president's villa, whi 
tof sanctuary, but it was a spe 
A hanidfut of legionarivs at the at 
had omly needed to fire over theie head 
Th me fias hueir unison 
At any rate. I war not one of the desy 
Dagees. I found myzelf in a garden which 
must have v Now th 
flowers lay: bok F Funder 
poisonous ash had beer 
ripped to skeletons, a t a 
ead a hundred year 


Keene 


moved Fsaw the expresaion af her face, 1 
had beta one of pe : 
Now ansfigured W te 
hath eaugt pine 
We tg 0 
for Harn anid 
arkne. and 
were few. ‘That stern, hal ial rect 

{bers that koew no comprornis 
the sanction of death, Death iterlf wa 


Life had bevn 
It was nwarly over, And s 


nothing 


each other 


’ And she is sy: wile 
T unaware without looking at hin 
in my utter peace T believe | amide 


Continued on Page 96 
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ti, tal Ue tf ut ike the Nd of some appal 
the ghastly contents af 


. i Hw a ¢ my sake 9 own its wrecked sides upon 
: W th his hanst ane T aarw th “ mned eit. "Thon after th h 
" “ hail te them think 39 tuch of life, You tad ubsoltate 
Putra arvived rive a nd tat after al dl itesauctity, And now sou are pieepared Ur ott 
ily tu c “ the wind wrung Aacrifien What does it meun? 1 T thought I heard his volee calling to me 
ating b ‘is meaning anywhere longingly, with the old laughing frien 
My life and yours don't, m he , Fitzrvy! A Fitzroy to the rescue 
i He God answered, "But other men's they Hut that must have been an illusion, For 
% pot mutter alway the thander of Fuego beat down ¢y 
Vt He stare wt her we at an enigma. ther acanet 
Hut whe build You want me to set free a pack of trai For hours 1 groped my way throug! 
q Th art tr would have you mi lit thowe black, suffocating fulda, rot knowing 
Mi t what rma Thon gradually a faint and 
r 4 ian Salvador, They will join up with ne pervintedd I light returned, ‘Through yellow 
neve at the signal, You think Lam overwheleied You must ae a strange rayless sun stared down on 
ing a y this quthreak, But I knew that it must Lishoth, we you don’t under and on a world that was like a fa 
, w a tund, ‘The little otituse and blind ravaged by a terrible disease. Only Agua 
Theee were warnings enough, 1 have wt they would remained unchanged, standing aloof ane 
ewe A yriel withdraw everything and every trumnn rot umn, The speteal in its eynteal passivity 
"i 5 delerne Thi in beiage that matters into walety.” rtruggle wou gain, 1 ttwas Pach 4 General Joby Sent 
Phen” Uvaid, Teft thowe mon down whould be iy ty my He had evidentl ' the pr 
i Tor abe Wail evnarage. par to aie nome und failing that had fought his way isto t 
id He tun front ime, perplexed, You ea 13:men to div Vike that,” tain of a cnkaown house. "The inant 
r Fans ancertair man unexpected — tL could lermer him 1 died boi befor: be 
{danger simp us that the ud ut he had dragged te 
4 iid nvr been marrifal te shut tu ral hink have felt 
" 1, the hewre. A ew that it y have brought one 
was a vitul opporit her able spirit which 
‘ y the wh and hn him would have ti 
\ H as they tov then { falling. masonry h 
t Lremembercd them asthad Ile was not but epee 
Linh have you come from, Bust that ight fh 
i 1m the prison * her” He 
ft wan 4 to there?” Ai ber, hie sie 
4 wet, ale went am quietly. “How n wn 
1 wilehs "That A Ye ta never suw them. It ing, implacable h ight hav 
wohl ber fe tw f Vbeg of ou, f from, 
1 ta tan who Baw th thete when yuu were te makes, iE there 
But fn reat f here th 
ud, TC will won be Lor Bo nl to moet to take her siled apex. ¢ 
He apok Uh then, with ai now dimen in thal to overwhe A priet w 
fw mn tule the shrer fones f bis pasion. But she brought 1 nd the 
Th Mist olve vailled ine, Pitan ented proudly yhrarh away free him Aministete 
i bere weer condemned were that end with an extraon 
t a er high They were re ie for the ite 0 belie 
topwbornngh and wher ‘yo bi ek tuth of vome of my best Ulbad in-world, muirde 
" Picitiedt that man for a kes wanted ty relewse them T abould have had with the intensity of an inexpl 
aus. ¥ knew what Twas, and a mutiny on my hands, But 1 did nat t know what (t was 
haat Ewin 1 whe make new mean to relrase ther. know Uae. he wa uestion. 1 
at L don't understand. — You, You must relrase them now ttle mowemmt of the wax the doubts 0 other 
Linke he store un little thing He shook his Heat, siling ti re that had overthraw> hin 
We hia she th d mitweoen you, Neither did we thin guilty 
b T exnnot nt Ut iy um sat by him with hee hand on b 
reasonable mattered tu him. and though her preserice seemed to comfort 
Tt te hi us buth towards and please him, I thiok that he bud xive 
ad rem t 
wed T 
wit Ugh Cele liven were 
1 Rane tamed to ber, ti, fi 
ot ime mtep by step, torn by a conf themselve 
vt omotions that gave Itim a look buried city 
iMferin ack; # 
You must not ack whit is imp ‘ jeer, A 
Ant | wor sk it,” she answered. Will you come with me, Fitarny agairint, the 
1 tual hae Bunn known that ve the urder for their releuse Hnadeled, Elenew that he was lo 1 The srnilest 
w Tw main with oF ” her. Thnew what wasin biveyes, and eve a u 
ow that ia pot true, Or ifit lef Leould not have failed him. 
Ree yourself ompinions must have been 


. - re You ts stare wan 78 WAVE gone hack 1 Stonebaroigh 
wt aie while they are alive * W inthe west peoct tb porate poh 
the akcient Ons seeder be 


urface und one day they wi 
And then, strangely enough, 1 0 
Stoneborough, lying black and extinct 
der the: moon, gum ‘windor, 
The next day, pethups, in the rather dull 
faces of my. fellow 
nd kindl 
Veatch the uneasy reflection of some di 
ow, And I wonder if they uro reall 
or even if it is well that the 
be satisfied 
F romember the old baron 
that fe U 


‘One that we will hav 


Thave given you everything that makes 


fe worth fving,” he said conf used 
You have bev few.” whe answeresl other. What 
Pitiless? I don't understand. T have ever comes, that is our strength and our 
tte fight, What ele sbowld 1 hiv safety 


“along Troestr Bay, Maria THE BND) 


